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FOREWORD 

I F it were oot for tte hillocks 
You’d think little of the hills ; 
Tke rivers would seem tiny 
If it were not for the rills. 

If you never saw the brushwood 
You would nnder-rate the trees 
And so you see the purpose 

Of such little rhymes as these. 



T here are some of these verses which hare won 
popularity either as songs or as recitations. 
Amoag the former I would meaiioa “ The Song of the 
Bow,” “The Old Grey Fox” and “Who Carries the 
Goaf” Among the latter “The Groom’s Story,” 
“ Bendy’s Sermon ” and “ The Guards Came Throngh ” 
are favourites, I hope, therefore, that this cheap edition 
of all my verses, in which there is at least vatiety of 
method and of treatment, may £&d some acceptance 
among my readers. 

Artmvr CojfAjs Doyin. 

CrwboroHgh, 

Junf iCtS 



PREFACE 


T his volume conums nearly the whole o£ the three 
small collecuona named “ Songs of AcQon,” 
" Songs of the Road,” and The Guards came through ” 
To these are added a number of new pieces “The 
Farewell,” “ Now then Smith ' ” “ To my Lady,’ 
“ AReminiscence of Cricket,” ‘ The Bugles of Canada,” 
“Christmas in Trouble* “To Carlo’ “To Ronald 
Ross,” “ Little Billy,’ “ Take Heart ’ “ Retrospect,” 
and “ Comrades ” Tliere is also added a short poetical 
one act play, “ The Journey ” 

Arthur Cosan Dotxs 

Itarei 1911 
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Songs of Action 



The Song of the Bow 

W HAT of the bow? 

The bow was made in England ; 
Of true wood, of yew-ivood. 

The wood of English bows ; 

So mea who are free 
Love the old yew-tree 
And the land where the yew-tree grows 

What of the cord ? 

The cord was made in England : 

A rough cord, a tough cord, 

A cord that bowmen love ; 

And so we wili sing 
Of the hempen string 
And the land where the cord was wove. 

What of the shaft I 
The shaft was cot in England : 

A long shaft, a strong shaft. 

Barbed and trim and true ; 

So we’ll drink all together 
To the grey goose-feathet 
And the land where the grey goose flew. 

3 
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•ran SONG OF TBB now 


What o! the mark ? 

Ah, seek it oot in England, 

A bold mark, oar old mark 
Is waiting oversea. 

^Vhen the stnnga harp in chorus, 

And the Uon flag is o'er us, 

It is there that our mark will be. 

What of the men I 
The men were bred in England t 
The bowmen — the yeomen. 

The lads of dale and fell. 

Here’s to you — and to you 1 
To the hearts that are true 
And the land where the true hearts dwell. 



Cremona 


[The f^cb Army, incladlng « part o{ the Insh Brigade, 
under Jilamhal ViUeroy, held the fortified town of Cremona 
donag the winter of 270a Pnnce Eogfrne, with the Impenat 
Army, eurpefeed it one toomog, and, owing to the treachery of 
a pnest, occupied the whole city before the alarm was gives. 
ViUeroy was captured, together with many of the Freoeb gamsoa. 
The Xnsb, however, oonsistlsg ol the regimeots of Bilton and of 
Burke, held a fort commaadiog the nver gate, and defended 
themselves all day. m spite of Bruce £ogtse*s eflorts to win 
them over to bis cause Eventually Eogtse, beug unable to 
take the post, was compelled to withdraw from the aty ^ 

T he Grenadiers of Aostm are proper men and tali ; 
The Grenadiers of Anstria have scaled the city 
wall ; 

They have marched from far away 
Ere the dawning of the day. 

And the morning saw them masters of Cremona, 


There's not a man to whisper, there’s not a horse to 

01 the footmen of Lorraine and ^e riders of Pupris ; 
They have crept op every street, 

In the market-place they meet. 

They ate holding every vantage in Cremona. 



CAEUONA 


Tie Marshal Villeroy he has aurted from his bed ; 

The Manhal Villeroy has no vng upon his head , 

" 1 have lost my men I ” ^ooth he, 

“ And my men they have lost me. 

And I sorely fear we both have lost Cremona ” 

Pnnee Engine o! Ausina is in the marhet place , 

Pnnee Engine of Austria has smiles upon hts face , 

Says he, '* Our irotk u done. 

For the Gtadel u woo. 

And the black and yellow flag flies o’er Cremona * 

Major Dan O’Klahony u tn the barrack square, 

And just sue hundred Iruh lads are waiiiog for him there , 
SsY* h<^ “ Come tn, shut, 

And you tvon’t take any hurt. 

For the morning au is pleasant u Cremona ” 


Major Dan 0 Mahony is at the barrack gate. 

And just su hundred Imh ladswJl neither stay nor wait > 
There’s Dillon and there’s Burke, 

And there’ll be some bloody work 
Ere the Kaiserhcs shall boast they hold Cremona 


Major Dan 0 ilahosy has reached the nver fort. 

And JUST SIX hundred Insh laib are joining m the sport , 
“ Come, take a hand I ’ says he, 

“ And if you will stand by me, 

Then it’s glory to Ae man who takes Cremona 1 ” 



CREWOHA 
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Prince Engine of Austria has frowns upon his face. 

And loud he calls his Galloper of Irish blood and race : 
'‘MacDonne]], ride, I pray. 

To your countrymen, and say 
That only they are left ia all Cremona I ’* 

tlacDonnell he has reined his mare beside the river dyke, 
And he has ried the parley flag upon a sergeant’s pike ; 
Six companies were there 
From Ziimerick and Clare, 

The last of all the guardians of Cremona. 

“Now, Major Dan O’Mahony, gise up the river gate. 

Or, Major Dan O'Mahony, yon’ll find it U too late ; 

For tvhea I gallop back 
’Us the sigsal for attack, 

And CO qaarter for the Irish ia Cremona I “ 

And Irtajor Dan he laughed : “ Faith, if what you say 
be true, 

And if they will not come until they heat again from you, 
Then there will be no attack, 

For you’re never going back. 

And we’ll keep you snug and safely in Cremona.’’ 


All the weary day the German stormers came. 

An the weary day they were faced by fire and flame. 
They have filled the ditch with dead, 

And the rivet’s running ted ; 

But they cannot win the gatevray of Cremona. 



CtZUOVA 


All the weary day. again, again, agato, 

The horjemen o! Duprit and the footmen of Ixirraine, 
Taafe and Heibentein, 

And the nden of the Rhine , 

It’s a mighty pnee they’re paying for Cremona 

Time and time they came with the deep-mouthed German 
roar, 

Time and time they brake like the wave upon the shore ; 
For better men were there 
From Limenck and dare. 

And who will uke the gateway of Cremona I 

Pnnee Engine hat watched, and he gnaws his nether lip , 
Prmce Engine hat cursed as he taw his chances slip 
“ Call oS I Call o9 1 ” be cned, 

" It u neanng eventide. 

And 1 fear onr work is finished ui Cremona " 

Sap Wanchop to McAuUiffe, ** Their fire is growing 
slack ” 

Sap Major Dan O htahony, “ It Is their last attack , 
But who will atop the game 
While there's l^ht to play the same. 

And to walk a short way with them from Cremona I ’ 

And to they snarl behind them, and beg them tnm and 

Hey have taken Neuberg’s sundard, they have taken 
DiaVs dram , 
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And along the winding Po, 

Beard on shoulder, stem and slow 

The Kaiserllcs are riding {rom Cremona. 

Jttst two hundred Irish lads are shouting on the wall ; 

Four hundred more are lying who can hear no slogan 
call ; 

But what’s the odds of that. 

For it’s all the same to Pat 

If he pays Us debt in Dublin or Cremona. 

Says General de Vaudray, “You’ve done a soldier’s 
work I 

And every tongue In France shall talk^i DOlos and of 
Burke I 

Ask what you will tli& day, 

And be it what it may. 

It is granted to the heroes of Cremona.” 

“Why, then,” says Dan O’Mahony, “one favonr we 
entreaty 

We were called a little early, and onr toilet’s not com- 
plete ; 

We’ve no quarrel with the shirt. 

But the breeches wouldn’t hurt, 

For die evening air is chilly in Cremona.” 



'Ihe Storming Party 

S AID Paul Leroy to Barrow, 

" Though the breach is steep and narrow, 
It we only gain the tumimt 
Then It's odds we hold the lort 
I have ten and yon have twenty, 

And the thirty should be plenty, 

With Keodeison and Heoty 
And McDermott in support ” 


Said Barrow to Leroy, 

** It's a solid }ob, my boy. 

For they've Banked it, and they’ve hanked it, 
And they’ve bored it vnth a mine 
But It’s only fifty paces 
Ere we look them u the faces , 

And the men are in their places. 

With their toes upon the line ” 


Said Paul Leroy to Barrow, 

“ See that first ray, like an arrow. 
How It tmges d the fringes 
Of the sullen drifting skies 



THE STOJtUtKO PARTT 


They told me to begin it 
At five-thirty to the minute. 

And at thirty-one I’m m it. 

Or my sub ivill get his nse 

“ So well wait the signal rocket, 

T31 Barrow, show that locket, 

That tutquoise-studded locket, 

Whidi you slipped from out your pocicet 
And are pressing with a kiss < 
Turquoise-studded, spiral twisted. 

It IS hers 1 And I had missed it 
From her chain , and you have kissed it . 
Barrow, viUam, what is this 1 ” 

'* Leroy, I had a warning, 

Thit mv time has come this morning, 

So I speak with fraokoess, scorning 
To deny the thing that’s true 
Yes, It’s Amy’s, is the trinket, 

Little turquoise-studded trinket, 

Not her gift— oh, never chink it ! 

For her thoughts were all for you 

we danced I gently drew it 
From her cham — she never knew it. 

But I love her~yc5, X love her . 

I am candid, 1 confess 
But I never told her, never. 

For I knew ’twas vain endeavour. 

And she loved you— loved you ever. 
Would to God ahe loved you less I ” 



12 THE STOXXIHC TASTE 

“ Banow, Barrow, yon «hall pay me ! 

Me, yoni comrade, to betray me t 
Well 1 know that little Amy 
Is as true as wile can be 
She to give this loTC-badged locket 1 
She had rather Ha, the rocket I 
Hi, McDougaD ' Sound the bugle ' 

Yorkshires, Yorkshires, loUow me 1 ” 


Said Paul Leroy to Amy, 

Well, wi6e you may blame me, 

For my passion OTercame me, 

When he told me of his shame , 

But when 1 saw him lying. 

Dead amid a nog of dying, 

^Vhy, poor devQ, 1 was trying 
To forget, and not to blame 

" And this locket, I unclasped it 
From the fingers that still grasped n , 

He told me how he got it. 

How he stole It in a E^e ” 

And she listened leaden hearted 
Oh, the weary day they parted I 
For she loved him— yes, she loved him— 
For hia youth and for his truth 

And for those dying words, so false. 



The Frontier Line 


W HAT marks the frontier line ? 

Thou man of India, say ] 

Is it the Himalayas sheer. 

The rocks and valleys of Cashmere, 
Or Indus as she seeks the south 
From Attoch to the hvcfold mouth ? 
Not that { Not that ! ** 

Then answer me, I pray ! 

What marks the frontier Une i 

What marks the frontier line 1 
Thou man of Bunnah, speak I 
Is It traced from Mandalay, 

And down the marches of Cathay, 
From Bhamo south to Kisug-mai, 
And where the boned rubies lie i 
“ Not that I Not that I ” 

Then tell me what I seek : 

What marks the frontier Ime f 


What marks the frontier Une i 
Thou Africander, say 1 
Is it shown hy Zulu kraal. 

By Drakensberg or winding Vaal, 
>3 



Or where the Shir£ waters seek 
Their oatlet east at Mozambique { 

** Not that ! Not that 1 
There is a surer way 
To mark the Irontier line ” 

What marks the frontier Ime I 
Thou man of Egypt, tell I 
Is It traced on Luxor’s sand, 

Where Raraak’s painted pillais stand, 

Or where the nver runs between 
The Ethiop and Bishareen I 
Not that I Not that I 
By neither stream nor well 
We mark the frontier line 

“ But be K east or west. 

One common sign we bear, 

The tongue may change, the soil, the sky. 
But where your Bnush brothers lie. 

The lonely caim, the nameless grave. 

Still fringe the flowing Saxon wave 
Tls that I Tis where 
7i/y he — the men who placed it there, 
That marks the frontier line ” 



Corporal Dick’s Promotion 

A BALLAD OF *82 

T he Eastern day was weU-nigK o’er 

When, parched with thint and travel sore, 
Two o! McPherson’s flaoldog corps 
Across the Desert were tramping. 

They had wandered off from the beaten track 
And now were wearily harkug back, 

EFet staring round for the signal jack 
rrh.\*4Swv'J»d oKei'w'mnvsfld.ef 

The one was Corporal Robert Dick, 

Bearded and burly, short and thick, 

Rongh of speech and in temper tjuicl^ 

A hard-faced old rapscallion. 

The other, fresh from the barrack square. 

Was a raw recruit, smooth-cheeked and fair, 
Half grown, half drilled, with the weedy air 
Of a draft from the home battalion. 

Weary and parched and hunger-tom 
They had wandered on from early mom. 

And the young boy-soldier limped forlorn, 

Now ttumbling and now falling. 



t6 CORPORAL OIC^J PROMOTION 

Aiousd the orange sand-corves lay, 

Flecked with bonlders, black or grey, 

Death-sHent, save that far away 
A late was shrilly calling 

A late ? Was a kite ? The ydl 
That shrilly rose and fautly fell 1 
No kite’s, and yet the late knows well 
The long-drawn srild halloo 
And right athwart the evening sky 
The ydlaw sand-spray spurtled high, 

And shtCl and shriller swelled the cry 
Of “ AUahlAUahol” 

The Corpora] peered at the cnmson West, 

Kid hu pipe in his khaki vest, 

Growled out an oath and onward pressed, 

Still glascmg over h» shoulder 
“ Bedouins, mate ' ” he curtly said , 

“ We’ll &nd some work for steel and lead. 

And maybe sleep u a sandy bed. 

Before we’re one boor older 

** But just one flutter before we’re done 
Stiffen your hp and stand, my son , 

We’ll take this bloomin' circus on 

Ball-cartndge load 1 Now, steady ' ” 

With a curse and a prayer the two faced round, 
Dogged and gam they stood their ground. 

And their breedi-bloda snapped with a cnsp 
dean sound 

As the nfles sprang to the “ ready ” 



CORPOiAt DIGITS TEOMOTION If 

Alas for the Emir Ali Khan 1 
A hundred paces before lus clan, 

That ebony steed of the Prophet's breed 
Is the foal of death and of danger. 

A spurt of fire, a gasp of pain, 

A Uulsh blur on the ydlovr plain, 

The chief was down, and his bridle rein 
Was in the grip of the stranger. 


T^th the light of hope on hu rugged face, 

The Corporal sprang to die dead man’s place, 
One prick with the steel, one thrust with the 
heel, 

And where was the man to outride him 1 
A grip of his knees, a toss of his rein, 

He was settling her down to her gallop again, 
When he stopped, for he beard just one faltering 
word 

From the young recruit beside him. 


One faltering word from pal to pal, 

But it found the heart of the Corporal. 

He had sprung to the sand, he had loit him a 
hand, 

“Up, mate] They’ll be 'ere In a minute; 
Off with you 1 No palaver 1 Go I 
I’ll bide be'ind and run diis show. 

Promotion has been cuned slovv. 

And this is my chance to win it.” 



|g COKrOUL fROMOnOK 

Into the saddle he throat him (jmcV, 

Spurred the black mare with a bayonet pnck 
\\ atched her gaUop with plunge and with kick 
Away o'er the deleft carecnng 
Then he turned with a softened (ace. 

And loosened the strap of Kis cartndge^ate, 
While hii thoughts flew hack to the dear old place 
In the sunny Hampshire clearing 

The young boy pnrate, glancing back. 

Saw the Cedooios* wild attack 
And heard the sharp Manmi oaek 
But as he gated, already 
Ihe fierce fanatic Arab band 
Wat closing in oo every hand. 

Until one tawny swirl of sand. 

Concealed them la ITS eddy 


A squadron of Bntisli horse that night, 
GsBoping hard in the shadowy light 
Came on the scene of that Iasi stern fight, 
And found the Corporal lying 
Sflent and gnm on the trampled land. 

His nfle grasped m his itiflesed hand, 
Wlh the warnor pnde of one who died 
’hlid a nng of the dead the dying 

And still when twilight shadows fall. 

After the evening bugle call, 


COSPOKAL dick’* promotion I9 

In biTonac or is batrack-hall. 

His comrades speak of the Corporal, 

His death and his demotion. 

And there are some who like to say 
That perhaps a hidden meaning lay 
In the words he spoke, and that the day 
When his rough bold spirit passed away 
fFas the day that he won promotion. 



A Forgotten Tale 

fTk# »e»ne of tU* oadeot flcM tMoriStd by FJoboort. ia itO 
“ Altar* d* to* lo|l«*o* “ Fi« btmdird jwi Ut« 
WtHiagtoa t •otdl<n «tn ficbtls| on U>c loma greaftd.1 

“ O AY, what »»w you oa tie hiO, 
Catapetino Garcu ^ ” 

” I law my hnfl4i3e4} heiler there, 

A trail of bowmen, tpeat aad bare. 

And • Uttle man oa • lorre] mate 
Riding ilow before them ” 

“ Say, what eaw you la the vale, 

Campeitno Garcia i ” 

“There I law my lambing ewe 
And an army ndisg through, 

Thick and brave the pennona flew 
From the lancet o’er them ” 

" Then what aaw you on the hill, 

Campesino Garua 1 “ 

“ 1 saw bcude the milking byre. 

White with want and black vnih mire. 

The little man with eyes afire 
hlanhaHing his bowmen ’’ 


A rOUCOTTEK TAEB 
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“ Hien wtat saw you in vale, 
Campesmo Gareiu ? ” 

“ There I saw my bollocks twam. 
And amid my uncut gram 
AU the hardy men of Spam 
Spurring for their foeoiea 


** Nay, but there is mote to tefj 
Campesioo Garcia ' ” 

“ I could not bide the end to view , 
I had graver things to do. 
Tending on the lambuig ew^ 
Dowd among the clover > 


“ Ah, but tell me what vou heard, 
Campesino Garcia 1 " 

'* Shouting from the mountam.^Kje, 
Shouting until eventide , 

Sut It dwindled and it died 

Etc milking time was oyer ” 


“ Nay, but saw you nothmg ihore, 
Campesino Garcia ? " 

“ Yes, I saw them lying there. 

Hie little man and sozrel myre 
And lu their ranks the bowiatn fair, 
With their staves bdort them ” 


A rokcoma TAtz 


“ Aad tht hknly taen of Spain, 
Camptino Garcia f ” 

*' Hoah ! but we are Spaniih too ; 
^tore 1 rasp not aay to } oa : 
lUy God's bemson, hie dew. 
Gently settle o'er theoj." 



Peimarby Mine 

P ENNARBY shaft js dark and steep, 
Eight foot wide, eight hundred deep 
Stout the bucket and tough the cord. 
Strong as the arm of Wmchman Ford 
“ Never look down • 

Stick to the line ' ” 

Ihat was the saying at Penoatby mine 


A stranger came to Peimarby shaft 
Ixird, to see how the miners laughed ' 
White m the collar and stiff in the hat, 
With his patent boots add his silk cravat, 
Pickmg his way. 

Dainty and fine. 

Stepping on tiptoe to Pennarby mine 


Touring from London, so be said 
Was It copper they dug for f or gold ? or lead ? 
Where did they find it f How did it come i 
If he tned with a shovel mi^t be get some ? 
Stooping so much 
Was bad for the spme , 

And wasn’t it warmish in Pennarby mine f 
*3 
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FK’tKASSr UIHE 


Twas like tvfO worlds that met that day— 

Ihe world of work and the world of play , 

And the gnmylads Irom &e reeking shaH 
Nudged each other and gnnned and chaSed 
“ Got ’em all out 1 ” 

“ A cousin of mine I ” 

So fan the banter at Pcnnarby mine. 

And Cambrac Bob, the Pennatby wit. 

Told him the lac« about the pit 

How they bored the shaft tdl the brimstone smdl 

Warned theta ofi Irom lapping-^vell, 

He wouldn’t say what. 

But they took it as sign 
To dig no deeper in Peanarby mine. 

Then Uaaiag over and peering in. 

He w as painting out w^t he said teas un 
In the ten foot lode — a crash * a jar •" 

A grasping hand and a splintered bar 
Gone in his strength, 

Wth the lips »h« laughed — 

Oh, the pale faces round Penaarbj shaft 1 

Far down on a narrow ledge. 

They saw him clmg to the crumbling edge 
“ Wanfoi ihebndtetl Hi, man’ Stay* 

That rope am t safe • It’s vrom away ! 

He 8 taking his chance, 

Slsck out the line ' 

Sweet Xord be with him ' ” cned Pennarby mute. 
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“ He’s got hiia' I* ' ill lias hia*!* tull' Widi a will ! 
Thank God I He’s over and breathing still. 

And he — Lord’s sakes now ! What’s that ? Well ! 
Blowed if it ain’t our London Swell 
Your heart is right 
If your coat »j fine : 

Give us your hand ! ” cried Pennatby mine. 



A Rover Chanty 

A TR^ER 8a3fd from Stepney town— 

V^akcherup! Shake hemp! Try her with the 
mainsail i 

A trader sailed from Stepney tmen 
With a keg full of gold and a velvet govtn j 
Ho, the bully rover Jack, 

Waiting with his yard aback 

Oat upon the Lowland sea I 


' M r'J ',1 •"'* 8«'<i » >>=r lai ■ 

^ for bully rover Jack, 

Waiting with ha yard aback. 

Out upon the Lowland sea! 

“ Al« 

Reaching on the weather tack, 

Out upon the Lowland sea! 
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" A fearsome flag 1 ’’ the maiden cned — 

Wake her up I Shake her up' Try her -with the jifasaj 1 
A fearsome flag | ” the maiden cned, 

Bat ccmeher men I never have spied * ” 

Ho, the bidly rover Jack, 

Keachtng on the weather tack, 

Out upon the Lowland sea ! 

There’s a wooden path that the rovers know — 

Wake her up* Shake her up* Try her with the headsaijg 1 
There’s a ivooden path that the rovers know, 

Where none come back, though many must go 
Ho, the bully rover Jack, 

Lymg with his yard aback, 

Out upon the Lowland sea * 

Where os the trader of Stepney town f— 

Wake her up * Shake her op ! Every stick a bending ' 
Where is the trader of Stepney town J 
There’s gold on the capstan, and blood on the gown 
Ho for bully rover Jack, 

Waiting with his yard aback. 

Out upon the Lowland sea 1 

Where 13 the maiden who kndt at his side i — 

Wake her up I Shake her up I Every stitch ailrawing ' 
Where is the maiden who knelt at his side 1 
We gowned her m scarlet, and diose her our bnde 
Ho, the bully rover Jack, 

Reaching on the weather tack, 

Right actosa the Lowland sea 1 



So it’s up and its over to Stornoway Bay, 

Pack it on 1 Crack it on ! Try her with the stnns^* ! 
It’s ofi on a bowline to Stornoway Bayp 
Where the liquor is good and the lasses are gay : 
Waiting for their bully Jack, 

Watching for hint sailing back. 

Right across the Lowland sea. 



A Ballad of the Ranks 

W HO carnes tke gun I 

A lad £rom over the Tweed 
Then let him go, lor well we know 
He comes of a soldier breed 
So drink together to rock and heather, 

Out where the red deer run, 

And stand aside for Scotland’s pride— 

The man that carries the gun ’ 

Jut .the Colnnel rides hefor^. 

The Major’s on tlie dank, 

The Captains and (he Adjutant 
Are in the foremost rank 
Bat when u’s “ Action front ' ” 

And fighiiog's to be done. 

Come one, come all, you stand or fall 
By the man who holds the gun 

Who carries the gnn i 

A lad from a Yorkshue dale 
Then let him go, for well we know 
The heart that never will fail 
Here’s to the fire of Lancashire, 

And here’s to her soldier son 1 
For the hard bit north has sent him forth — 
The lad that carries the gun 
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A OAIiAD OF TBE KASKS 


Who camrt the goo ? 

A lad from a Midland shire 
Then Ut go, for well we know 
He comes of an English sire. 

Heres a glass to a Midland lass. 

And each choose the one. 

But east and west we claim the best 
For the man that cames the gnn 

ViTvo cames the gnn 1 

A lad from the hills of Wales 
Then let him go, lor wdl we know. 

That Tady is hard as nails 
There are several U*< in the place where he dwells, 
And of tv’s more than one, 

With a “Llaa" and a “pen,” but it breeds good men. 
And It’s they who catty the gon 

Who cames the gun I 

A lad from the windy west 
Then let him go, fox well w e know 
That he is one of the best. 

There’s Bristol roogh, and Gloncester tough, 
i\nd Devon yields to none 
Ot yon may get m Somerset 
Your lad to catty the gnn 

Who cames the gna I 

A lad from London town 
Then 1« him go, lot well we know 
The stuff that never backs down. 
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He has Isarned to jofce at th^ poirdir smok^ 

For he is the fog-soioke’s son, 

And his heart is light and his pluck is right— 

The man vfho carries the gun. 

Who carties the gun I 

A lad from the Emerald Isle. 

Tien let him go, for well we know. 

We’ve tried him many a while. 

We’re tried him east, we’re tned him west. 

We’ve tried him sea and land, 

But the man to beat old Erin's best 
Has never yet been planned. 

Who carries the gun t 

It’s you, and you, and you ; 

So let us go, and we won’t say so 
If they give us a job to do. 

Here we stand mth a cross-linked hand. 

Comrades every one ; 

So one last cup, and drmk it up 

To the man who carries the gun ! 

For the Colond rides before. 

The hlajor’s on the flank. 

The Captains and the Adjutant 
Are in the foremost rank. 

And when il’a “Action front I ” 

And there’* fighting to be done. 

Come one, come all, you stand or fall 
By the enaa who holds the gun. 



A Lay of the Ltnks 

I TS np and away trcrm on* woik. to-day, 
foi the breeie iweeps o^et the do%vQ , 

And It’* hey foj a game where the gorte blotsotns flame. 
And the bracken w bronzing to brown 
^ ith the tttrf ’neath one tread and the blue oTcrhead, 
And the aong of the lark u the ivhia , 

There s the flag and the green, with the boaker# 

bewietn— 

Now will you be orer or in i 

The doctor may come, and we U teach him to know 
A tee where no tannin can lurk , 

The soldier may come, and well promiJe to ehow 
Some hazards a soldier may ehirk , 

The statesman may ]oke, as he tops every stroke, 

That at last he is high in his aims , 

And the clubman mil stand with a club m his hand 
That IS worth every dub la Si James* 

The palm and rhe leather onne rarely together, 
Gripping the dnvrr a haft, 

A^d it’s good to feel the jar of the steel 
And the spnng of the hickoiy shaft 
3* 
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Wiy tronUc or seek for the praise of a clique ! 

A deck here is commoo to all ; 

And the lie that z&ight atiag is a reiy small thing 
\Vhen compared with the lie of the hall. 

Come youth and come age, from the study or stage, 
From Bar or from Bench — high and low I 
A green you must use as a cure for the blues— 

You drive them away as you go. 

We’re outward bound on a long, long round, 

And it’s time to be up and away ; 

If worry and sorrow come back with the morrow. 

At least we’ll be happy to-day. 



T'he Dymg JVhip 

I T came from geitin’ 'eated, that was 'ow the thing 
begun, 

And ackm back to keonds from a mnety-minute nm j 
I guess 1 ve copped brotrochjU3,*’*ays I to brother Jacl^ 
An then afore I knowed it I was down upon my back. 


At mght there came a tweaua’ as left me deadly weal^ 
And my throat was sort of nckly an’ it *urt me for to 
■peak, 

An’ then there came an ’aekin’ congh as irouldn’t leave 
alone. 

An’ then afore I knowed it I was only skin and bone. 


I never was a 'eavy weight I scaled at seven four, 

^ rode at «ght, or maybe at just a mSe more , 

0 “y own at catch weights with the skmniest 
jock alive 


i lorget the varmints’ name. 



THE DYIUG WHIP 


Bat I knows as I’m a goner. They never said as 

But I reads the people’s faces, and I knows as I 
s«ch ; ^ 

Wdl, there’s ’Urst to mind the ’orses, ' 
can look to Jack, 

Though ’c never was a patch on me in 
pack. 

Yen’ll maybe tlunk I’m boastin’, but you'll 
all agree 

That there’s not a whip in Surrey as can 'andle 
like me ; 

For I knew 'em all from puppies, and I’d tell ’em 

faa- 

And voices — tthy, Lor’ love you, it’s mote than ^ 
can ’dp, 

It just comes kind of natural to know each whine 
yelp; 

You might take them twenty couple where you wiU 
let ’em run. 

An’ I’d listen by the coverside aud name ’em one by 

I say it’s kind of natural, for since I was a brat 

I never cared for readio’ books, or fancy things 1*^® 
that; 

But give me 'ounds and 'orses an’ I was quite conte*^^ 

An’ I loved to 'ear ’em talkin’ and to wonder what tf*®? 

, meant. 
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And when the ’ydrophoby came five year ago Dai I 
May, 

^Vhen Nader waa be’avm' tn a most owdaaoul way, 

I fixed ’im so’a ’e couldn’t bite, my 'ands on neclc an 
back, 

An’ I ’caved *im from the kennds, and they aay I sav«l 
the pack 


An’ when the Master ’card of it, ’e up an’ say*, *ays '«» 
“ If that chap were a soldier mao, they’d give ’im the 
VC” 

Which IS some kind o' medal what they give to aoUief 
men , 

An’ Master said if I were each I would ’a* got it then 

Parson brought ’is Bible and come to read to me , 
“’Ave what you like, there’s everyihiak vnthia thi* 
Book,” says 'e 

Says 1, *’ Hie/ve left the ’orses out ! '* Say* ’e, “ Yoo 
ate mistook , ’ 

An’ 'e up an’ read a ’eap of things about them from the 
Book 


And some of it amazin’ fine , although I’m fit to sweat 
No ’orse would ever say “ Ah, ah ! ” same as they said 
It there. 

Per’aps it was an ’Ebrew ’orse the chap 'ad in h» 
mind. 

But 1 never ’eard an En^ish ’orse say nothin’ of the 
kind 
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PsrsoE M a good ’uo. I’ve Iniawn ’un froia a lad ; 

Twas me a 3 taught ’im ridm*, aa' 'e rides uncommoQ 
bad; 

And he says But »atk an* listen I There’s an 

’om 1 1 *eard it blow ; 

Pull the blind Iroin oS the winder ! Prop me up» and 
’old me so. 

They’re dratvin* the black ’anger, jnst aside the Squire’s 
groonds. 

*Ark and lutcn I ’Ark and listen 1 There’s the yappin' 
o{ the ’ouods : 

There's PaBoy and Belttnker, and 1 ’ear old Boxer call ; 

Yob see I wasn’t boastin’ when I said I ksew ’em all. 

liCt me sit an' ’old the bcdraB 1 Now I see ’em as they 
pass : 

Ihere’s Squire upon the Midland mare, a good ’ua on 
the grass ; 

Bat this is closish country, and you wants a clever ’orse 

When ’all the time you’re in the woods an’ ’alf among 
the gorse 

’Ark to Jack a'dlering — a-bleatin’ like a Iamb. 

You wouldn’t think it now, perhaps, to see the thing 
I am. 

But there was a time the ladies nied to linger at the 
meet 

Just to ’ear me callin’ in the woods r my callin’ was so 
sweet. 
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I See the crossroads corner, with the field awaitin’ there. 
There’s Porcell on ’is piebald 'orse, an* Doctor on the 
mare, 

And the JIaster on ’is iron grey ; she isn’t much to look, 
But I seed ’er do clean twenty foot across the ’eathly 
brook. 


There’s Captain Kane an’ McIntyre an’ ’al£ a dozen 
more, 

And two or duee are ’nnim’ whom 1 never seed afore ; 

lakely-lookm’ chaps they be, well groomed and 'orsed 
and dressed — 

I wish they could ’a teen the pack when it was at its best. 

It’i a check, and they are dra\via* down the coppice fot 
a scent, 

Yoa can tee as they’ve been racnin’, lot the ’orses they 
are spent ; 

I’ll lay the fo* will break this way, downwind as sure 
as fate, 

An’ U he does you’ll see the field ««ae poun^n* through 
our gate. 

But, Maggie, what’s that slinkm’ beside the cover I — 
See ' 

Now It’s in the clover field, and goin’ fast an’ free. 

It’s ’im, and they don’t see ’ua It’s ’im I ’AUoo I 
’AUooI 

My broken wind won’t too to it — ITl leave the job to 
you. 
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There now I 'ear the music, and I know they’re on hfs 
track; 

Oh, watch ’em, Maggie, watch ’em ! Ain’t they jusj 
lovely pack i 

I’ve nursed ’em through distemper, an* I’ve trained 

broke ’em in, ’ 

An’ my ’eart it just goes out fo them as if they was Qjy 
kin. 

Well, all things ’as an endin’, as I’ve ’card the parson 

The ’orse is cast, an’ the ’ound Is past, an’ the ’unter 
’as ’is day ; 

But my day was yesterday, so lay me down again. 

You can draw the curtain, Maggie, right across 
winder^oane 



Master 

M aster went « hunnng, 

Wlten the leaves were falling , 
We saw him oa the bndle path. 

We heard hun gaily calling 

Oh, master, master, come you bach, 

For I have dreamed a dream so black I *’ 
A glint of steel from bit aod heel. 

The chestnut cantered faster , 

A ted flash teen amid the green, 

And so good bye to master 

blaster came from hunting, 

Tivo silent comrades bore him , 

His eyes were dun, his lace was white. 
The mare was led before him 
" Oh, master, roaster, is it thus 
That you have come agam to ns ? ” 

1 held my lady’s Kc-cold hand. 

They bore die hurdle past her , 

Why should they go so soft and slow \ 
It matters not to master 


•4* 



H,M.S. Foudroyafit" 

(Being as bumble address to Her kiajesty's Naval advisers, 
wbo sold Kelson’s old flagship to the Germaiu for a thousand 
pounds 1 

W HO says the Nation’s purse is lean, 

Who {eats for claim or bond or debt, 
When all the glories that have been 
Are scheduled as a cash asset 1 
If times are black and trade is slack, 

If coal and cotton fad at last, 

WeVe something left to barter yet— 

Our glorious past. 

There’s many a crypt in which lies hid 
The dust of statesman or of Icing ; 

There’s Shakespeare’s home to raise a hid, 

And Milton’s house its price would bring. 

^Vhat for the sword that Cromwell drew ? 

What for Prince Edward’s coat of mad f 
What for our Saicon Alfred’s tomb 1 
They’re all for sale J 

And stone and marble may be sold 
Which serve no present daily need ; 

There’s Edward’s Windsor, labelled old. 

And Wolsey’s palace, gnaranteed. 

11 
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St Qemeat Danes and fifty fanes, 

The Tower and the Temple grounds , 

How much for th«e f Just pnce them, please. 
In British pounds 

Yon hucksters, have you stiB to learn, 

The things which money will not buy ? 

Can yon not read that, cold and stern 
As we may be there stdl does he 
Deep in our hearts a hungry love 
For what concerns our island story 1 
We sell our work — perchance our lives, 

But not our glory 

Go barter to the knacker’s yard 
The steed that has outlived its tune • 

Send hungry to the pauper ward 
The man who served you in his prune • 

But when you tou^ thelsation’s store, 

Be broad your Dund and tight your gnp 
Take heed ' And bring us back once more 
Our Nelson s ship 

And if no moonng can be found 
In all our harbours near or far, 

Then tow the old three-decker round 
To where the deep-sea soundings are , 

There, with her pennon flying clear. 

And with her ensign lashed peak high. 

Sink her a thousand fadioms sheer 

There let her liel 



T^e Farjjshtre Cup 

C HRISTOPHER DAVIS was up upon Mavis 
And Sammy iIacGr<^f on Flo, 

Jo Chauncy rode Spider, the rankest outsider. 

But make a wooden horse go 
There was Robin and Leah and Boadicea, 

And Chesterfield's Son of the Sea , 

And Irish Nuneaton, who never was beaten, 

They hacked her at seven to thtce 

The course was the devil ! A start on the level, 

And then a stiff breather ophdl , 

A bank at the top with a four foot drop, 

And a bullfinch down by the mill 
A stretch of straight from the Whiitlesea gate. 

Then up and down and up , 

And the mounts that stay through Famshire clay 
May bid for the Fanishirc Cup 

The npstcis were touuog, the bookies were shouling 
“ Bar one, bar one, bar one ’ ” 

With a glint and a glimmer of silken shimmer 
The fidd shone bright in the sun. 

When Farmer Bromi came ndmg down 
“ I hain’t much time to spare. 

But I’ve entered her name, so I’U play out the game. 
On the back o’ my old grey mare 
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TUB TAUHSniRE COV 


“ You never would tlualc *er a tliorougl>trcd dinket, 
There’s never a judge that would 
Each leg be’md ’as a sjdut, you’ll find. 

And the lore art none too good 
She roars a hit, and she don't look fit. 

She’s moulted 'alf 'er *air , 

But He tmfied in a way that seemed to say, 

That he knew that old grey mart 

And the bookies laughed and the bookies chaSed, 

** \Vbo backs the mare 1 ” cned they 
“ A hundred to one ' ” “ It s done — and done 1 ” 

” e U take that pnce all day ” 

*' What \L the mate » sheddmg hau I 
IVhat il her eye is wild I 
We read her worth and her pedigree birth 
In the smile that her owner smDed ” 

And the whisper greiv and the whisper flew 
That she came of Isonomy stock 
“ Fifty to one 1 ” “ It s done — and done I 
Look at her haunch and hock ' 

HI groomed ' Why yes, but one may guess 
That that u her owner a guile ’ 

Ah, Fainier Brown, the sharps from town. 

Have read your simple smile I 

They’ve weighed him in “ Now lo'e or win, 

I’ve money at stake this day , 

Gee-loag, my sweet, and if we re beat. 

Well both do all we may I ” 
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He joins the rest, they line abreast, 

“ Back Leah ' Mavis up • ’* 

The flag is dipped and the field is slipped. 

Full split for the Faroshire Cup 

Chnstopher Dans is leading on Mavis, 

Spider IS waiting on 
Boadicea is gaming on Leah, 

Irish Nuneaton lies low, 

Robin 18 tailing, his ivind has been failing, 

Son o! the Sea’s going fast 
So crack on the pace for it's anyone's race, 

And the winner’s the horse that can last 

Chestnut and bay, and sotrd and grey, 

See how they glimmer and gleam ' 

Bending and straining, and losing and gaming, 

Silk jackets flutter and stream , 

They are over the grass as the cloud shadows pass, 
They are up to the fence at the top , 

It’s ” Hey then ' ” and over, and into the clover. 
There wasn’t one slip at the drop 

They are all going st31, tfiey are round by the mill, 
They are down the WKittlesea gate , 

Leah’s complaining, and Mavis is gaining, 

And Flo’s catching up in the straight 
Robin’s gone wrong, but the Spider runs strong. 
He sticks to the leader like wax , 

An utter outsider, but look at h« nder— 

Jo Chauncy, the pick of the cracks 1 
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Robin ivas lading »nd peclced at a paLng, 

Leah's gone weak m her feet, 

Boadicea came down at the rafling, 

Son of the Sea u dead beat 
Leather to leather, they're poonding together, 

Three of them all in a row, 

And Irish Nuneaton, who never was beaten. 

Is level with Spider and Flo 

It’s into the straight from the Whittlesea gate, 

Qean galloping over the green, 

But four foot high the hurdles lie 
\Vith a snaien ditch between 
Us a bit of a test for a beast at its best, 

And the dev3 and alt at its worst , 

But It’s clear run in with the Cup to win 
For the horse that is over it first 

So try It, my beauties, and fly it, my beauties, 
Spider, Nuneaton, and Flo , 

With a trip and a blonder there’s one of them under, 
Hark to it crashing below 1 
Is It the brown or the sorrel that’s down I 
The brown * It is Flo who is m ' 

And Spider ivith Channey, the pick of the fancy. 

Is going full spht for a win 

“ Spider is winning I ** “Jo Chauncy is ivinning * ” 
“ He’s winning 1 He’s winning ! Bravo!” 

"Tie bookies are raving, Ae ladies are waving. 

The Stand is all ahoucing for Jo 
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The horse is clean done, but the race may be vioa. 

By the Newmarket lad on his back ; 

For the fire of the rider may bring an outsider 
Ahead of a thoroughbred crack. 

“ Spider is \vinning I ” Jo Chauncy is winning ! " 

It Bwdla like the roar of the sea ; 

But Jo hears the drumming of somebody coming, 

And sees a lean head by his knee. 

“ Nuneaton ! Nuneaton ! The Spider is beaten ! ” 

It is but a spurt at the most ; 

For lose it or win it, they have but a minute 
Before they ate op with the post, 

Nuneaton Is sTrainiog, Nuneaton is gaining, 

Neither will falter nor flinch ; 

^V’}ups they are plying and jackets are flying, 

They's fairly abreast to an mch 

** Crack ’em up 1 Let ’em go ! Well ridden ! Bravo 1 
Gamer ones never were bred j 

JoCbauncy has donelt ) He’s spurted! He’s won it! 
The favourite's beat by a head ! 

Don’t tell me o! lock, for its judgment and pluck 
And a courage that never will shirk ; 

To give your mmd to it and know how to do it 
And put all j’our heart in your work. 

Sa here’s to the Spider, the winning outsider, 

Whh little Jo Chauncy up ; 

ilay they stay life's coarse, both jockey and horsey 
As tltey stayed in the Farnshire Cup. 
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But It’s possible that you are woodenng what 
JUy have happened to FarmcT Brown, 

And the old grey ctaclc of Isonomy stock 

Wlio was backed by the sharps from town 
She blew and she sneezed, the coughed and the wheezed, 
She ran till her knees gave way 
But never a grumble at tnp or at stumble 
Was heard from her jock that day 

For somebody laid 4g4i>ii( the grey, 

And somebody made a p3e , 

And Brown says he can make faming pay, 

And he smiles a simple smile 
** Them sharps from town were nled,” says Drown, 

'* But I can’t see why— can >ou i 
For I said quite fair as I knmv that mare^ 

And I proved my words was true ” 



The Groom's Story 

T en mile in twenty mmutca 1 'E done it, stf . Tbat's 
true. 

The big bay ’orse in the further stall — the one wot’s 
next to yon. 

I've seen some better 'orscs ; IVe seldom seen a wuss, 
But 'e’olds the bloomin’ record, an’ that’s good enough 
foe US. 

We knew as it was in ’im. *E’e thoroughbred, three part, 
We bought 'im for to race ’un, but we lound ’e 'ad no 
'eart ; 

For ’« was sad and thoughtful, aud amazlo’ dignified, * 
It seemed a kind o’ liberty to drive ’im or to ride ; 

For ’e never seemed a-thinkin’ of what ’c 'ad to do, 

But 'is thoughts was set on ’igher things, admirin’ of the 
' view. 

'E looked a pufieck pictur, and a pictur *e would stay, 
’E wouldn’t even switch ’js tafl to drive the flies away. 

And yet we knew ’twas in ’im ; we knew as ’e could fly ; 
But what we couldn’t git at was ’ow to make ’im try. 
We’d almost turned the job up, untfl at last one day 
We got the last yard out of *im in a most amazin’ way. 
■w 



THE CBOOU’S STORY 
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It was all along o* master, which master ’as the nanjf 
Of a reglar true blue sportsman, an’ alwap acts the 
tame , 

Bnt we all 'as weaker moments, which master ’e 'ad one, 
An’ ’e went and bought a motor<ar when motoron 
begun 

I seed It u ibe stable yard — it fauly turned me sickw. 
A greasy, wbeezy engine as can neither buck nor kidt. 
You've a screw to dnve it foiiatd, and a screw to mal^e 
It stop, 

For It was foaled m a smithy stove an’ bred m a blaek 
smith shop 

It didn’t want no tuble, it didn’t ask so groom, 
ft dlah V need* no notdm ’ due a dir o ' a'anoln ' room 
Jast fill It up with parafBn an’ it would go all day, 
Winch the same should be agm tbe law if I could 
my way 

Well, master took ’is motor-car, an’ moted ’ere an' ihej-e^ 
A fnghtenm’ the 'ones an’ a poisonin’ the air 
’E wore a bloomm’ yachtin’ cap but Lor* • wot did 
know, 

Eacep’ that if you turn a scieii the thmg would stop 
or go ? 


An’ then one day it wouldn’t go ’E screwed apd 
screwed again, 

Bnt somethin’ jammed, an’ there ’e stuck m the mud ©f 
a country lane 
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It 'art pride most ernd, but what was ’e to do 1 
So at last *e bade me fetch a *orse to pull the motor 
through. 

This was the ’orsc we fetched *iin ; an’ when we reached 
the car, 

We braced ’im tight and proper to the middle ot the bar, 
And buckled up 'is traces and lashed them to each side, 
While 'e 'eld 'is 'ead «o ’aughtily, an’ looked most 
dignified 

Not had tempered, mind you, but Hnd of pained and 
vexed, 

And ’e seemed to say, “ Well, Wi’ me 1 wot vill they ask 
me next 1 

I’ve put up with some liberties, but this caps all by far, 
To be assistant engine to a crocky motor*car ! ” 

Well, master ’e was in the car, a-fiddlin* with the gear. 
And the ’orse was meditatin’, an’ I was standin’ near, 
IVhen master ’e touched somethin’ — what it was we’ll 
never know — 

But it sort o’ spurred the boiler up and made the engine 
go. 

“ ’Old ’ard, old gal t ” says master, and “ Gendy then,” 
says I, 

But an engine won’t ’eed coaxin’ an’ it ain’t no use to 
try; 

So fimt ’e pulled a lever, an’ then ’e turned a screw, 

But the thing kept crawlin’ fomrd spite o{ all that 'e 
coaid do. 
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And first « went qa»tft slowly and the 'orse went also 
slow. 

But ’e ’ad to buck up faster when the wheels began to go , 
For the car kept crowdin’ on *»m and butun* '«n along, 
And in less than 'aU a minute, sir, that ’one w-as goin’ 
strong 

At first V walked quite dignified, an’ then *e ’ad to trot. 
And then ’e tned a canter when the pace became too ’ot. 
’E Iceked ’is very ’aughuest, as if ’e didn’t mind, 

And all the tune the inotor*car was pushm’ 'im be’md 

Now, nastei lost ’is ’ead when 'e found ’e couldn't step, 
And ’e pulled a valve or somethin’ an’ somethin' else 
went pop, 

An’ somethin' else went finyxiu, and u a dash, or lets, 
that blessed car was goui’ like a limited express 

ilaster 'eld the steerin’ gear, an’ kept the road all right, 
And away they whiued and clattered — my aunt I it 
was a sight 

'E Seemed the finest draught ’orse as ever lived by far. 
For all the country Jugguis thought 'twas’im wot pulled 
the car 

’E was sttetchin’ like a grey’ound, ’e was goia' all ’e 
knew, 

But 11 bumped an’ shored bo’md ’im, for all that ’e 
could do , 

It butted ’im an’ boosted ’im an’ spanked 'im on a’ead. 
Till ’e broke the tea mile record, same as I already said 
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Ten mile in twenty miiratcs • *E done it, sir. That's 
true — 

The only time we ever found what that 'ere 'orse could 
do — 

Some say it wasn’t ’ardly fair, and the papers made a fuss. 

But 'e broke the ten-mde record, and that’s good enough 
for us. 

Yon see that ’orse’s tail, sir i You don’t J No more 
do we, 

Which really ain’t surprisin’, for ’c ’as no tail to see 5 

That engine wore it off ’un before master made it stop, 

And all the road was littered like a bloomin’ barber’s 
shop. 

And master } Well, it cured ’un. ’£ altered from that 
day. 

And come back to ’is ’orses in the good old-fashioned 

w.iy. 

And if you wants to git the sack, the quickest way by far 

Is to ’int as 'ow you think ’« ought to keep a motor-car. 



JJ'ith the Chtddingfilds 

T he hone u bedtieii do^ni 

Where the »traw lies deep, 
houad 1$ IQ the heoael , 
the poor hound sleep I 
^d t^e fox IS la the spinney 

the ma which he is hauatmg. 

And ('U Uy an even fuiaea 
That 4 goose ot two is wanting 
When the Unn*^ comes to count them in the aomiaj* 
/ 

The hone is op and saddled { 

Girth the old horse tight i 
The hounds are out and drawing 
In the morning light 
jsow »**» “ Yoick ! " among the heather. 

And It’s “ Yoick ' ” across the cIoTcr, 

It’s •' To him, all together * ” 

“ H) ke a Bertha * Hyke a Rover I ” 

And the woodlands smell so sweetly in the morning 

Termagant a-whimpenng ; 

She whimpers so 
There’s a young hound yappmg I 
Let the young hound go I 
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But the old hound is cunning, 

And it’s him we mean to follow, 

“ They ate runiung ! They are runmag 1 ” 
And it’s “ roirard to the hollo I ” 

For the scent is lying strongly in the morning. 

“ Who’s the fool that heads him f 
Hold hard, and let him pass ! ” 

He’s out among the osiers 
He's clear upon the grass. 

You grip his flanks and settle, 

For the horse » stretched and straining, 
Here’s a game to test your mettle, 

And a sport to try your training, 

\Vhen the Quddmgfolds are tunning in the morning. 

We’re up by the Coppice 
And we’re down by the Mill, 

We’re out upon the Common, 

And the hounds are running still. 

You must tighten on the leather, 

For we blunder through the bracken ; 
Though you’re over hocks in heather 
Still the pace must never slacken 
As we race through Thurslqr Common in the momiog. 


We are breaking from the tangle 
We are out upon the green. 
There’s a bank and a hurdle 
Wth a quickset between. 



wrri! THE cntoDthcroLos 

You must steady him and trj it, 

You ate ovc'nitli a scramble 
Htc’s a wattle ' You must fly it, 

And >ou land among the bramble. 
For It I roughisK, toughuh going in the morning 


’Ware th* bog by the Grove I 
Aa you pound through the slash 
See the nhip ' See the huntsman ! 

W e are close upon his brush. 

*\\ are the root that lies before you • 

It will trip )ou if you blunder 
are the branch that s droopicg o'er yen ! 
\ou must dip and swerte from under 
As yoo gallop through the ivoodland in the mortusg 

Thete were flfty at the find. 

There were forty at the null. 

There were twenty on the heath. 

And ten are going still 
Some are pounded, some are shirking. 

And they dwindle and disuciah 
Till a weary pair are working 
Spent and blowing to the finish. 

And we hear the shiill wboo-oopmg u the morning 

The horse is bedded doisn 
Where the straw bes deep. 

The hound is in the kennel. 

He IS yapping la his sleep 
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But the for b m the spinney 
Lying snug in earth and burrow. 
And Pll lay an euen guinea 
We could find again to-morrow, 
If we chose to go a-hunting in the monuog. 



A Huntmg Morning 

P UT the saddle on the mare, 
For the wet winds blow ; 
There’s ivmtet to the asr, 

And autumo all below 
For the red leaves are flying 
And the red bracken dying, 

And the red fox Iving 

Where the osiers grow 


Put the bndle on the mare, 

For tny blood tuns chill ; 
And my heart, it is there. 

On the heather tufted hill, 
With the grey skies o’er us, 
And the long-drawn chorus 
Of a running pack before us 
From the find to the kill 


Then lead round the mare, 

For It’s time that we began. 
And away with thought and care. 
Save to live and be a man, 
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While the keen air is blowing. 
And the huntsman holloing, 
And the black mare going 
As the black mare can. 



TAe Old Grey Fox 

W E started from the Valley Pride, 

And Famham way we went. 

We waited at the cover-side. 

But never found a scent. 

Then we tried the withy beds 
^Vhich frow by Frensham town, 

And there we found the old grey iox, 

The same old fox. 

The game old fox ; 

Yes, there w« found the old gtey fox, 

^Vluch lives on Hanldey Down. 

So here's to the master, 

And here's to the man I 
And here’s to twenty couple 
Of the white and black and tan I 
Here’s a find without a wait I 
Here’s a hedge without a gale 5 
Here’s the man who follows straight, 
Where the old fox ran 

The Jlembef rode fau thoroughbred, 

Doctor had the grey. 

The Soldier led on a roan red. 

The Sailor rode die bay. 

6o 
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Squire was there on his Irish mare, 

And Parson on the brown ; 

And 80 we chased the old grey fox, 

The same old fox ; 

The game old fox, 

And so we chased die old grey fox 
Across the HanUey Down 

So here’s to the master, 

And here's to the man I 
etc. etc. etc. 


The Doctor’s grey was going strong 
Until she slipped and fell ; 

He had to keep his bed so long 
His patients all jot well 
The Member he had lost his seat, 

*Twas earned by his hone ; 

And so we chased the old grey fox. 

The same old fox. 

The game old fox ; 

And so we chased the old grey fox 
That eanhed in Hankley Corse. 

So here’s to the master. 
And here’s to the man 1 
etc. etc. etc. 


The Parson sadly fell away, 

And in the fane did lie ; 

The words we heard that Parson say 
^ Made all the Itoises shy 1 
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The Sailor he was seen no more 
Upon that jtonny bay , 

Bdi still we chased the old grey fox. 

The same cJd fo-c. 

The game old iox , 

Stdl we chased the old grey fox 
Through all the winter day 

So here’s to the master, 

And here’s to the man ! 
etc etc etc. 

And when we found him gone to ground, 

They seat for spade and man , 

Bat Squire said Shame I The hesst was gams^ 
A gacaet never tan ' ” 

His wud and pace have gamed the race, 

His life u fauly won 
But may we meet the old grey fox. 

The same old fox. 

The game old fox , 

Jlay we meet the old grey fox 
Before the yeat » doue 

So here’s to the master. 

And here's to the man ■ 

And here’s to twenty couple 
Of the white and black and tan 1 
Here’s a 6nd without a wait ' 

Here’s a hedge without a gate ! 
Here’s the man who foUotvs straight. 
Where the old fox ran 



’ ff^are Holes ! 


{" 'Ware Holes I * is the expression used in tbe hunting field 
to Irani those behind against rabbit burrows or other such 
dangers.] 


A SPORTIN’ death ' My word it was i 
Aft’ taken in a sportin’ way 
Mmd you, I wasn’t there to see > 

I only tell you what they say. 


They found that day at ShQlinglee, 

An’ ran ’un dovm to Chillinghurst , 
The fox was goin’ straight an’ free 
For ninety minutes at a burst 


They ’ad a check at Ebemoe 

An’ made a cast across the Doim 
Until they got a view *ullo 

An’ chased 'im up to Kirdford town 

From Kirdford ’e mn Bramber way. 

An* took ’em over ’alf the Weald 
If you ’ave tried the Sussex clay, 

You’ll guess n weeded out the field 
63 
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Until at last I don’t suppose 
Aa *arf a dozen, at the most, 

Came safe to where the grassland goes 

Switchbackin* southwards to the coast. 

Young Captain ’Eadley, ’c was there, 

And Jim the whip an’ Percy Day ; 

Tlie Purcells an’ Sir diaries Adair, 

Ad’ this ’ere gent from London way. 

For ’e ’ad gone araaun’ fine. 

Two ’undred pounds between ’ts knees ; 

Eight stone he was, an’ rode at nine, 

As light an’ limber as )ou please 

*E was a stranger to the ’Unt, 

There weren’t a person as ’e knew there ; 

But ’c could tide, that London gent — 

’E sat ’is mare as if ’e grew there 

They seed the ’oimds upon the scent. 

But found a fence across then track, 

And ’ad to fly it , else it meant 
A tunun' and a 'ailun' back. 


’E was the foremost at the fence. 

And as ’is marc jnsi deared the rail 
He turned to them that rode be’ind, 

For three was at ’is very tad 
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“ ’Ware ’oles * ” saya ’e, an’ with the word, 
Still sittin’ easy on his mare, 

Down, down ’ewcnt, an’ down an’ down, 

Into the qaairy yawnin’ there 

Some say it was two ’undred foot , 

The bottom lay as black as ink 
I guess they ’ad some ugly dreams, 

\Vho reined their ’orses on the brink 

’E’d only time for that one cry , 

“ ’Ware *oles * ” says ’e, an’ saves all three 
There may be belter deaths to die. 

But that one’s good enough for me 

For mind you, ’nsas a sportin’ end, 

Upon a tight good sportin’ day , 

They think a deal of ’un down ’ere, 

That gent what came from London way 



The Hotne-Comtng of the ^'•Turydtce ” 

[Lost with htt crew ol three himdrid boys on the last (Jay of 
her voj-age March »3 1876 She foundered oS Portsmouth, 
from which town many of the boys cane*] 

U P With tte royab that top the white jpread of her I 
Press her and dress her, a®d dnve through the 
foam , 

The Islaod’s to port, and the maioIaDd ahead 0 ! her, 
Hey for the Warner and HayliSg and Home 1 

Bo’sufl, 0 Bo’sun, just look at the green of it ' 

Look at the red cattle down by the hedge ! 

Look at the iarmsteadiDg — all that u seen of it, 

One little gable end over the edge I •’ 

“Lord! the tongues of them clattermg, clattenng, 
All growing wild at a peep of the Wight , 

Aye, sir, aye, it has set them all chattering, 

Thmkmg of home and their mothers to-night.” 

Spread the topgallants— oh, lay them out lustfly ' 
What though it darken o’er Netherby Combe I 
’Tis but the valley wind, puSing so gustily — 

On for lie Warner and Hayling and Home ! 
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THE HOME-COtHHC OF THE “ EVRYTICB ” 

“ Bo’sun, 0 Bo’san, just see the long slope of it I 
Culver is there, vrith Ae diff and the light. 

Tell EJ, oh tell us, now is there a hope of it I 

Shall we have leave for our homes for to-night ? ” 

“ Tot, the daclc of them ! Steaddjr ! Steadily I 
Aye, as you say, sir, diey’re little ones still ; 

One long reach should open it readily, 

Round by St. Helens and under the hill. 

“ The Spit and the Nab are the gates of the promise, 
Th«r mothers to them— and to us it’s our wives. 

I’ve sailed forty years, and— By God it’s upon us 1 
Do\Ta royals, down top’sles— down, down, for your 
lives ! ” 

A grey swirl of soow widi the squall at the back of it, 
Heeling her, reeling her, beating her down I 
A gleam of her bends in the thick of the ivrack of it, 

A flatter of white in the eddies of brown. 

It broke in one moment of blizzard and blindness ; 

The next, like a foul bat, it flapped on its 
But our ship and our boys 1 Gracious Lord, in your 
kindness. 

Give help to the mothers who need it to-day I 

Give help to the women who svatt by the water, 

^Vho stand on the Hard with that eyes past the 
- > Ah I whljper it gently, you sister or daughter, 

“ Our boys are all gathered at home /or to-night^” 



The hiner Room 

I T u inu>« — the bttle chamber, 
filme alone 

I had It from my forbean 
Years agooe 

Yet mthm its nails I see 
A most motley company, 

And they one and all claim me 
As their own 


There s one who is a soldier 
Slaff and keen , 
Singlc'mmded, heavy fisted, 

Rude of roiea 

He would gam a pune or stake it, 
He would wm a heart or break it, 
He would give a life or take it, 
Gmsaence-cieaa 


And near him is a pnest 
Sdll schism whole , 
He loves the censer reek 
And orgaiMoU. 

«S 
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He has leanings to the mystic, 
Sacramental, eucharistic , 

And dim yearnings altruistic 
‘Ilmll his sou! 

There's another who with doubts 
Is overcast , 

1 think him jouoger brother 
To the last 

\Valking wary stnde by stnde, 
Peenng forwards atunous-eyed, 
Since he learned to doubt hjs giude 
In the past 

And 'nud them all, alert, 

But somewhat cowed, 

There sits a stark faced fellow. 
Beetle-browed, 

^\’hose black soul shrinks away 
From a lawyer ndden day, 

And has thoughts he dare not say 
Half avowed. 

There are others who are sitting, 
Giun as doom. 

In the dim lU boding shadow 
Of my room. 

Darkling figures, stern or quaint. 
Now a savage, cow a saint, 
Showing fitfully and faint 
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TRS INNER ROOM 


Aad those sbadoivs are bo dense. 
There may be 
Many— very many— more 
Thaw I see 

They are Mtiing day and lught 
Soldier, rogue, and anchonte , 
And they wrangle and they fight 
Over me 

If the stark faced fellow win, 

All 18 o’er ' 

If the pnest should gam his wOI, 
I doubt DO more ' 

But if each shall have his day, 

I shall swing and I shall sway 
In the same old weary way 
As before 


The Irish Colonel 


S AID thff kmg to the colonel, 

“ The complamu are eternal, 
That you Irtsh give more trouble 
. Than any other corps,’' 

Said the colonel to the king, 

"This complaint is no ne%v thing, 

For your foemen, sue, have made it 
A hundred times before.” 



The Bltnd Archer 


L ittle bov Love dfnv Lis bow at a chance. 

ShoaUDg down at the ballroom floor , 

He hit an old chaperone watching the dance, 

And oh ' but he wounded her sore 
“He>, Love, you couldn’t mean that ' 

Hi, Love, ithat would you be at i ” 
b.a word would he say. 

But he flew on his way, 

For the little boy’s busy, and how could he stay I 

Little boy Love drew a shall just lor sport 
At the soberest dub u Pall Mall , 

He winged an old veteran dnnhing his port. 

And down that old veteran fell 
“ Hey, Love, yon mustn’t do that ' 

Hi, Love, what wotdd you be at i 
This cannot be right ' 

It’s ludicrous quite < ” 

But It’s no use to argue, for Love’s out of sight 

A sad faced young derk in a cell all apart 
Was planning a cdibate vow , 

But the boy’s random arrow has sunk m his heart. 
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Hey, Love, yoa mustn't do that ! 

Hi, Love, what ivouJd you be at i 
He IS not for you. 

He has duties to do ” 

“ But I am lus duty,” quoth Love as he fle%v. 

The ling sought a bnde, and the nation had hoped 
Tot a queen without rival or peer 
But the little boy shot, and the lung has eloped 
Wth Miss No^ae on Nothing a year 
“ Hey, Love, you couldn’t mean that • 

Hi, Love, what would you be at J 
What an impudent thing 
To mahe game of a king * ” 

“ But I’m a lung also,” cned Love on the wmg 

Little boy love gtew pettish one day , 

“ If you keep on complaining,” he swore, 

“I’ll pack both nay bow and my quiver away. 

And 80 I shall plague you no more ” 

“ Hey, Love, you mustn’t do that 1 
Hi, Love what would you be at ! 

You may nun out ease. 

You may do what you please. 

But we can’t do without yon, you dear little tease > 



A Parable 

T he cheese-mites asked how the dieese got there, 
And warmly debated the matter , 

The Orthodox said that it came from the au. 

And the Hereucs said from the platter 
They argued it long and they argued it strong, 

And 1 hear they are argumg now , 

But of all the choice spirits who lived in the cheese, 
Not one of them thought of a cow 
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A 'Tragedy 

W HO’S that %valkmg on the tnootland 1 
Who’s that moving on the hiU ? 

They are passing ’mid the bracken, 

But the shadows grow and blacken 

And I cannot see them dearly on the Kill. 

Who’s that calling on the moorland ? 

^Vho’s that crying on the hill ? 

Was It bird or was it human. 

Was It child, or man, or woman. 

Who was call mg so sadly on the h3l I 

Who’s that running on the moorland i 
Who’s that flymg on the hill I 
He IS there — and there agam. 

But you cannot see him plain. 

For the shadow lies so darkly on the hill 

IVhat’s that 1} login die heather ! 

What’s that lurking on the hiU 7 
My hone will go no nearer. 

And I cannot see it clearer. 

But there’s something diat is lying on the hill 



TAe Passing 

I T was the hour of dawn, 

When the heart beats thin and small, 
The window glimmered grey, 

Framed in a shadow wall 

And in the cold sad light 
Of ’he early monungude. 

The dear dead gut came back 
And stood by his bedside 

The girl he lost came back , 

He saw her flow-ing hair , 

It fiicketed and it waved 

Like a breath in frosty air 

As in a steamy glass 

Her face was dim and blurred , 

Her voice was sweet and thin, 

Like the callmg of a bird 

'* ou said that yon would come. 

You promised not to stay , 

And I have waited here, 

To help yon on the way 

7 « 
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I have waited oo. 

But still you bide below ; 

You said that you would come, 
And oh, I ^vant you so 1 

“ For half my soul is here, 

And half my soul is there, 

Whca you are on the earth 
And I am in the air. 

“ But on your dressing-stand 
There lies a tnple key ; 

Unlock the little gate 

Which fences you from me. 

** Just one htde pang, 

Just one throb of pain, 

And then yout weary head 

Between ray breasts again.” 


In the dun unhomely light 
Of the early momiogtide. 
He took the triple key 

And he laid it by lus side. 

A pistol, Sliver chased, 

An open hunting knife, 

' A phial of the drug 

Wiich cures the Ql of life. 
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He looked upon the three. 

And shar|dy drew lut breath : 
“ Now help me, oh my love. 

For I fear this ojld grey death 


She bent her face above. 

She kissed hint and she smiled , 
She soothed him as a mother 

hlay soothe a fnghtened child 


Just that little pang, love. 

Just a throb of pain, 

And then your weary head 

Between my breasts agam ” 


He snatched the pistol up. 

He pressed it to his ear , 

But a sadden sound broke tn, 

And his skin was raw with fear 


He took the bunting knife. 

He tned to raise the blade , 

It glunmered cold and white. 

And he was sore afraid. 

He poured the potion out, 

But It was thidc and brown ; 
His throat was sealed agamst it. 
And he could not dram it do\ra 
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He looked to her for hdp. 

And when he looked — behold 1 
Hi 9 love was there before him 
As m the days of «dd 

He saw the drooping head, 

He saw the gentle eyes , 

He saw the same shy grace of hers 
He had been wont to pnic 

She pointed and she siniled. 

And lo I he was aware 
Of a half ht bedroom chamber 
And a silent figure there 

A silent figure lying 

A-sprawl opon a bed. 

With a silver mounted pistol 
Stdl dotted to fus bead 

And as he downward gazed. 

Her voice came full and clear, 
The homely tender voice 

^'hich he had loved to hear : 

“The key is very cemm, 

The door is sealed to none. 

You did It, oh, my dacling • 

And you never knew w done 



PASSIKC 


“ When the net wa* broken, 

You thought you felt its mesh , 
You earned to the spmt 
The troubles of the ilesh 

“ And are you trembling still, dear ? 

Then let me take your hand , 
And 1 will lead you outrrard 
To a sweet and restful land 


" You know how once in London 
I put my griefs on you , 

Bat I can cany yours now— • 
hlost tweet It IS to do I 

“ Jlost tweet It IS to do, love, 

And very sweet to plan 
How I the helpless woman. 

Can hdp the helpful man 

“ But let me see you smiling 

With the smile I know so wdl $ 
Forget the wodd of shadows, 

And the empty broken sheU 

** It is the «n>ra*out garment 
In which you tore a rent , 

You tossed It down, and carelessly 
Upon your way you went 



THE PASSING 


It IS not yoK, my sweedieart. 

For you are here widi me 
Tliat frame was but the promise of 
The thing that was to be — 


“ A tunmg of the choir 

Ere the harmonies begin , 
And yet it is the image 

Of the Subtle thing within 


“ There’s not a trick of body, 
There s not a trait of mmd, 
But you brug it over with you, 
Ethereal, ledned, 

*' Bat still the same , for surely 
If ive alter as we die. 

You would be you no longer. 
And I trould not be I 


“ I might be ufl angel. 

But not the girl you knew ; 
i’oa might be munaculaie. 

But that would not be you 


“ Ard now I sec you smiUng, 

So, darling, take my hand , 
And I vnll lead y ou outward 

To a tweet and pleasant land. 
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“ ^Vhe^e tboxtgKt is dear and nimble, 
^^llere life is pore and fresb. 
Where the soul comes back rejoicing 
From the road bath of the fiesh 

But still that soul is human, 

^Vith hnman trays, and so 
I love my love in spint, 

As I loved him long ago ” 

So with hands together 

And fingers twining tight. 

The two dead lovers dnfted 
In the golden mommg light 

Bnt a grey haired roan was lying 
Beneath them on a bed, 

Midi a sflvef mounted pistol 
Still clotted to his head 



The Franklin's Maid 

(From “ T4? Wbtu Company ”) 


T he franklm he hath gone to roam. 

The franklin’s maid she bides at home , 
But she u cold, and coy, and staid. 

And who may mn the franklin’s maid i 


There came a knight of high renown 
In bassmet and aclatoun , 

On bended knee full long he prayed-^ 
He might not mn the franklin’s maid 


There came a squire so debonair. 

His dress was nch, his words were fair. 
He sweetly sang, he deftly played — 

He could not win the franJdm’s maid 


There came a mercer wonder-hue, 
Wth velvet cap and gaberdme , 

For all his ships, for all his trade. 

He coold not buy the franklm'e maid. 
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THE PEAVXLIK 3 UAID 


There came an archer bold and true, 

With bracer guard and stave of yew , 

His poise was tight, hi$ jerion frayed — 

Haro alas 1 the fraoUin a maid I 

Oh, somehavelanghed and some hare cned. 
And some have scoured the coontrys de , 
Bat oS they nde through wood and glade. 
The bowman and the franklm a maid 



The Old Huntsman 


T HERE’S a keen and gnm old huntsman 
On a horse as white as snow , 
Sometimes he is very swilt 
And sometimes he is slow 
But he never is at fault. 

For he always hunts at view 
And he ndes without a halt 
After you 


The huntsman’s name is Death, 

His horse’s name is Tune , 

He 18 coming, he is coming 

As I sit and wnte this rhyme , 

He js coming, he is coming. 

As you read the rhyme I write , 
You can hear the hoofs’ Jow drumming 
Pay and night 


Vou can hear the distant drumming 
As the clock goes tick-a tack. 
And the chiming of the hours 
Is the music of bis pack 
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TITE OUl HUJITSUAN 


You may hardly note tbur growliag 
Underneath the noonday sun. 

But at night you hear them howling 
As they nm 

And they never check or falter 

For they never miss their kill ; 
Seasons change and systems alter. 

But the host IS running still. 

Hark 1 the evenmg chime is playing, 

O’er the long grey town it peals , 
Don't you hear the deadt hound baytng 
At your heels t 

Where is there aa earth or burrow 1 
Where a cover Idt lor yon I 
A year, a week, perhaps T>isorrow 

Bnngs the Huntsman’s death halloo 1 
Day by day he gams upon o», 

And the most that we can claim 
Is that when the bounds are on us 
W e die game 

And somewhere dwdls the blaster. 

By wbom it was decreed , 

He sect the savage huotsmao. 

He bred the snow white steed 
These hounds which run lor et er. 

He set them ou your track , 

He hears you scream, but never 
Calls them back. 
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He does cot heed oat suing, 

We never see his face ; 

He hunts to our undoing. 

We thank ium for the chase. 
We thank him and we flatter. 

We hope — because we must— 
But have vre cause { No matter 1 
Let QS trust ) 



Songs of the Road 



A Hymn of Empire 

{Coronatton Tear, 1911) 

G od save England, blessed bj' Fate, 
So old, yet ever young : 

The acom Isle from which the great 
Imperial oak has sprung ! 

And God guard Scotland’s kindly soil, 
The land of stream and glen, 
nie graniVe motderolafdar ^ed* 

A breed of granite men 1 

God save Wales, from Snowdon’s vales 
To Severn’s silver strand ' 

For all the grace of chat old race 
Still haunts the Celtic land. 

And, dear old Irdand, God save you. 
And heal the wounds of old, 

For every grief yon ever knew 
May joy come fifty-fdd 1 

Set Thy guard over us. 

May Thy ahidd cover us. 
Enfold and ojJie^d us 
On land and on sea ! 

9 > 
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A nYir* Of EMPIRE 


From the palm to the pine, 

From the enow to the line, 
Srothen together 
And children of Thee 

Thy blessing, l<ord, on Canids, 

Young glint c( the West, 

Still upward lay her broadening way, 

And may her feet be blessed ' 

And Africa whose hero breeds 
Are blending into one, 

Grant thar she tread the path which leads 
To holy unison 

hlay God protect Australia 
Set in her Southern Sea ' 

Though far thou art, it cannot part 
Thy brother folks from thee 
And you, the Land of Maori, 

The island sisters fair 
Ocean hemmed and lake be-gemmed, 

God hold you in Hb care ' 

Set Thy guard over us, 

May Thy shtdd cover us. 

Enfold and uphold ns 
Oa land and on sea ' 

From the palm to the pine, 

From the snow to the line. 
Brothers together 
And children of Thee 



A HY«N OF CUFIRC 
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Cod gnard our lodiait brothen, 

The Children o! the Soa, 

Guide ua and walk beaide os 
Until 7b) «»I1 be done 
To alt be equal meuare 

V^Tiate’er hi» bJood or birth, 

Till we »haU budd as Thou hast willed 
0 ef all Thy {ruitful Earth 

May we maint-un the story 
Of lionesr, fearless nght I 
Not oars, oot ours the Glory ’ 

What are we in Thy sight 1 
Thy servants and ro other, 

Thy servants may we be, 

To help our weaker brother 

As we crave (or help from Thee I 

Set Th> guard over ts, 

Mai Thy shield cot er ui, 
Enfold and uphold us 
On land and on tea 1 
I ron the palm to ilic pine, 
Tfom the snow to th<* line, 
Brothers te^lber 
A-d cJuldr^ of Thee 



Str NtgeC s Song 

A SWORD « Aavrord* Al^ give me a sword 1 
For the world is all to 'vin 
Though the way be hard aud the door be barred 
The strong man enters in 
If Ounce or Fate still hold the gate 
Give me the iron key. 

And turret high, my plume shall fly 
Or you may weep for me ' 

A horse ' A horse • Ah, give me a horse 
To bear me out afar, 

^There blackest need and grimmest deed, 

And sweetest penis are 
Hold thou my ways from glutted days. 

Where poisoned leisure lies 
And point the path of tears and wrath 
IVhich mounts to high empnse 

A heart ’ A heart ' Ah, give me a heart. 

To rise to otcumstauce * 

Serene and high, and bcdd to try 
The hazard of a chance 
Wth strength to wait, but fixed as fate 
To plan and dare and do , 

The peer of all — and only thrall, 

Sweet lady nune, to you ' 
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T^e Arab Steed 

T GAVE the ’owe ’is eTOiin’ feed, 

1 And bedded of ’im down, 

And went to ’ear the sing song 
In the bar-room of the Crown, 
And one young feller spoke a piece 
As told A kind of tale 
About an Arab man wot *ad 
A ceftaia ’orse for sale 

I ’ave no grudge against the man— 

I never ’eard ’is name, 

Bot if he nas my closest pal 
I’d say the > cry tame. 

For wot you do m other things 
Is neither ’ere nor there. 

But w’en it comes to ’ones 

You must keep upon the square. 

Now I’m telljfl’ yeo the story 
Just as It was told last night. 
And i( 1 wnrong this Arab roan 
Then ’e can set me right ; 

But s’posin’ all these fac’s are fac’s, 
Then I nate beJd to say 
Ihat I tliink it was not sportsmanlike 
To act la sich a fray. 

9S 
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TBS ARAB STZED 


For, as I undentaad the thing, 

‘E went to seU this steed — 

Which js a name they give a ’orse 
Of some ontlandish breed—* 

And soon *e found a customer, 

A proper sportin’ gent 
Who planked ’is money down at once 
Without no argument 

Now when the deal was finished 

And the money paid, you’d think 
This Arab wonid ’are asked the gent 
At once to name ’is dnnk, 

Or at least ’ave thanked ’un kindly, 

An’ wished ’im a good day, 

And own as ’e’d been treated 
In a very ’andsome way 

Bnt mstead o’ this ’e started 
A talkin’ to the steed. 

And tpeaiaa’ of its “ braided mane ” 

An’ of Its “ wingdd speed," 

And other sich expressions 
With which I can’t agree, 

For a ’orse with wings an’ braids an’ things 
Is not the ’orse for me 

Ihc moment that ’e ’ad the cash— • 

Or wot V called the gold, 

’£ turned as nasty as could be 

Says’e,**\ou’tesqldl You’re sold 1 ’’ 
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Them was ’is words j it’s not for me 
To settle wot 'c meant ; 

It may ’avc been the *Ofse was sold, 

It may *avc been the gent. 

I’ve not a word to say agin 
His fondness for 'is 'orse, 

But why should *e iashuvate 

The gent would treat ’im worse I 
An’ why should *e go talkin’ 

In that aggravatin’ way, 

As if the gent would gallop ’im 
And wallop ’im all day 1 

It may ’ave been an ’amess ’orse. 

It may ’ave been an ’ack. 

But a bargain u a bargain 

An’ there ain’t no gtan’ back ; 

For when you've picked the money up, 
That finishes the deal. 

And after that your mouth U shut, 
Wotever you may fceL 

Supposin’ tins ’ere Arab man 
’Ad wanted to be free, 

’£ could ’ave done it businessllhe, 

The same as you or me ; 

A fiver might ’ave squared the gent. 
An’ then ’e could ’ave claimed 
As 'e’d cleared 'imsdf quite ’andsome, 
And no call to be ashamed. 



TBB ABAS STEED 


Bat instead o* that this Arab man 
Went on from bad to tvorse, 

An’ took an’ chucked the money 

At the ove wot bought the 'orse } 
’E’d ’avc learned 'un better manners 
If ’e’d waited there a bit, 

But ’e scooted on ’is bloomin’ steed 
As ’aid as ’e could split 

Per’aps ’e sold 'im after 

Of per’aps 'e 'ires 'un out. 

But I’d like to warm that Arab man 
W’eu next 'e comes about , 

Tot trot ’e does m other things 
Is neither ’ere nor there, 

But w’en it comes to ’orses 

We must keep ’im on the square. 



A Post-Impresstomst 

P ETER WILSON, ARA, 
lii hi9 small atdier 
Studied Canuneotal Schools, 

Drew by Academic rules 
So be made his bid for fame 
But no golden answer came, 

For the fashion of his day 
Chanced to set the other way. 

And decadent forms of Art 
Drew the patrons of the mart 

Now this poor reward of ment 
Rankled so m Peter’s spmt, 

It was more than he could bear , 

So one night m mad despair 
He took his canvas for the year, 

(“ Isle of Wight from Southsea Pier ”) 
And be hurled it from his sight. 

Hurled it blindly to the night. 

Saw It fall diminnendo 
From the open lattice window, 

Till It landed with a Bop 
On the dust bin’s ashen top, 

^Vhe^e, ’nud damp and ram and gnme. 
It remamed till morning time 
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JOO A JOST IMFAESSIOVISt’ 

Then when monung brought refleiitioii 
He was shamed at his dejection, 

And he thought tvith consternation 
Of his poor Ql used creation. , 

Down he rushed, and found it there 
Lymg all exposed and bare. 

Mud bespattered, spoiled and botched. 
Water sodden, fongus-blotched. 

All the outlines blurred and wavy. 

All the colours tamed to gravy, 

Fluids of a dappled hue. 

Blues on red and reds on blue, 

A pea green mother mth her daughter, 
Crazy boats on crazy water 
Steenng out to who knows what. 

An island or a lobster pot ! 

Oh, the wretched man’s despau I 
Was It lost beyond repau f 
Swift he bore it from below. 

Hastened to the studio, 

Wheie with anxious eyes he studied 
If the rum blotched and muddled. 
Could by any human skill 
Be made a normal picture sdll 
Thus m most repentant mood 
Unhappy Peter ^ViI$on stood. 

When, with pompous face, self-centred, 
\Mnoughby the oiDc entered— 

He of whom it has been said 
He lives a century ahead — 



A fOST-lMPRESStOKIST 


And sees with his prophetic eye 
The forms which Tune wiU justify, 
A fact which surely must abate 
All longing to teincatnate 


“ Ah, Wlson,” said the famous man. 
Turning himself the walls to scan, 

"The same old style of thing I trace, 
Wbrlrmanlilce but commonplace 
Believe me sir, the work that lives 
Must furnish more than Nature gives 
" The light that never was,” you know, 
That IS your mark— but here, hullo 1 
What’s this 1 What’s this 1 Magnificent I 
I've wtonged you, Wilson 1 I repent 1 
A masterpiece ' A perfect thmg ' 

What atmosphere ! What colouring I 
Spanish Armada, is it not 1 
A vK\r of Ryde, no matter what, 

1 pledge my critical renown 
That this will be the talk of Toivn 
Where did yon get those daring hues, 

Those blues on reds, those reds on blues 1 
That pea green face, that gamboge sky 1 
You’ve far outcried the latest cry — 

Out 3Ioaet*cd Moaet I have said 
Our Art was sleepmg, but not dead 
long have we waited for the Star, 

I watched the skies for it afar. 

The hoar has come — and here you are ” 
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A POST-IUniESSIOKIST 


And that is how oni artist friend 
Found his atnigglcs at an end. 

And from his little Chelsea fiat 
Became the Park lane plutocrat. 
‘Neath his sheltered garden wall 
When the ratn b^ins to fall, 

And the stonnp winds do blow. 
Yon may see them m a row, 

Ked effects and lake and ydlow 
Getting nicely blurred and mdlow, 
Wth the subtle gauzy mist 
Of the great Impressionist. 

Ask hun how he cbanced to find 
How to leave the French behind, 
And he answers quick and smart, 

“ English climate’s best for Art.” 



Empire Builders 

C APTAIN TEMPLE, D S O , 
his banjo and retnever 
“ Rough, I know, on poor old Flo, 

But, by Jove J I couldn’t leave her ” 
Niger nbhon on bis breast. 

In his blood the Niger fever, 

Captain Temple, B S 

liVith his banjo and retnever 

Cox of the Politicals, 

his cigarette and glasses, 

Skilled in Pushtoo gutturals. 

Odd job man among the Passes, 
Keeper of the 2aklca Khels, 

Tutor of the Khaiber Ghaus 
Cox of the Politicals, 

With his agarette and glasses 

Mr Hawkms, Junior Sub , 

Late of Woolwich and Thames Ditton, 
Hunks his battery the hub 

Of the whole wide orb of Bntam 
Half a hero, half a cub. 

Lithe and playful as a kitten, 

Mr Hawkins, Junior Sob , 

Late of Woolwich and Thames Dirton 
103 



104 


Tiirm BUXtBEM 


Eighty Tonunics, b'g »n<i *inalli 

Grumhltog hard as is their habit. 

“ Say, inate, what’s a Baoerwal i ” 

“ Soniethui’ like a blootnis’ rabbit.” 
“ Got to hoof It to Qiitra! I ” 

“ Blarat ye, did ye think to cab it ! ” 
Eighty Tommies, big and small. 

Grumbling hard as Is their habit. 

Swarthy Oooikhas, short and stout. 
Merry chQdrcn, laughing, crowing, 
Don’t know what it’s all abost. 

Don’t know any use in knowing ; 
Only know they mean to go 

IMiece the Sirkar thinks of going. 
Little Goorkhas, brown and stout. 

Merry children, laughing, crowing. 

Punjaub Kifles, 6t and trim. 

Curly whiskered sons of battle, 

V’ery digniSed and pnm 

HU they hear the JezaQs rattle } 
Cattle thicTes of yesterday, 

Kow the wardens of the cattle. 
Fighting Brahmins of Lahore, 

Curly whiskered sons of battle. 

Up the winding mountain path 

See the long-drawn column go ; 
Himalayan afteimath 

Lying rosy on the snow. 



EMPISB BmLDBM 

Motley ministers o£ wrath 

Building better than they know, 
In the rosy aftermath 

Traihng upward to the snow. 



The Groom s Encore 

N ot Qred of ’eann’ storm ’ You're a nailer. 
you ate ' 

I thought 1 should *a»c choked you off with that 'ere 
motoror 

Well, muter, 'ere’i another, and, mmd you, it’s a 
fact 

Thou|h you’ll thmk perhaps I copped it out o' some blue 
nbbon tract 

It was jn the days when farmer men were jolly faced 
and stout. 

For all the cash was comm' w, and Uttle gom’ out. 

But now, you see, the farmer men are ’ungrj-faced and 
thin, 

For all the cash is gout’ out and little comm* in. 


But in the davs I’m speakin’ of, before the drop in wheat, 
The life them fanners led was such as couli^’t wdl be 
beat , 

They went the pace amanu’, they 'unted and they 
shot, 

And this 'ere Jeremiah Brown the liveliest of the lot. 


THE CKOO^S EKCORE I07 

*Z was a fine young fdlar; the best roua’ 'ere by 
far. 

But just a bit full-blooded, as fine young fellars are ; 
Which I know they didn't ought to, an’ it’s ver>’ wrong 
of course, 

But the colt wot never capers makes a mighty useless 


The lad was never vicious, but 'e made the money go, 
For 'e was ready with 'ts “ yes,” and backward with 'is 
“ no,” 

And So 'e turned to drink which is the avenoo to 'ell, 
An’ 'ow 'e came to stop ’imself is wot I 'ave to tell. 


Four days on end 'e never kneiv 'ow 'e 'ad got to 
bed, 

UnUl one momio* fifty clocks was tickin' in 'is 'ead. 
And on the same the doctor came, “ You're very near 
D.T^ 

If you don’t stop yourself, young chap, you’ll pay the 
price,” said 'e. 


** It takes the form of visions, as I fear you’ll quickly 
know ; 

Perhaps a string o’ monkeys, all a-sittin’ in a row, 
Perhaps it’s frogs or beetles, perhaps it’s rats or 
nuce. 

There are many sorts of vbions and there’s none of ’em 


Io8 THE groom’s ESCORE 

But Brown ’e started laughin’, “ No doctor’s muck, 
says ’e, , 

« A take-’em-treak-’em gallop is the only cure for me 1 
They ’unt to-day down ’Orsham way. Bring round the 
sorrel mare, 

If them monkeys come inquirin’ you can send ’em on 
dQ^ra there.” 


Wdl, ]etemiah rode to ’ounds, eiactly as ’e said, ^ 

But all the time the doctor’s words were ringin’ in ’is ’ead, 
” If you don’t stop yoursdf, young chap, you’ve got 
to pay the price, , 

There are many sorts of vuions but none of ’em is lUce. 


They found that day at Leonards Lee and ran to Shiplsy 
Wood, 

'EU-for-leathet all the way, with scent and weather 

Never a check to ’Orton Beck and on across the Weald, 
And all the way the Sussex clay was weedm’ out the « 
field 


There’s not a man among them could remember such 

Straight as a rule to Bramber Pool and on by Annington, 
They followed still past Breeding ’ill and on by Steynmg 
Town, 

Until they’d cleared the ’edges and were out upon ih* 
Down. 
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THE CBOOU’S ENCORE I09 

Full thirty mile from Phxnmers Style, without a check or 
fault, 

Full thirty mile the ’ounds *a<i run and never called 
a ’alt, 

One by one the Field was done until at Findon Down, 
There was no one with the ’untsman save young Jeremiah 
Brown 


And then the ’untsman ’/ was beat ’Is ’orse ’ad tripped 
and fell 

“ By George,” said Brown, “ I’ll go alone, and follow it 
tfr— well, 

The place that it belongs to” And as ’e made the 
vow, 

Theie broke from nght m front of ’icn the queerest kind 
of row 


There lay a copse of ’azels on the border of the track. 

And into this two ’ouads ’ad run — them two was all 
the pack — 

And now from these ’ere ’azels there came a fearsome 
’owl, 

With a yappin’ and 3 snappia’ and a wicked snarlin’ 
growl 


Jeremiah’s blood ran cold — a frightened man was ’e, 
But he butted through Ae bushes just to see what ’e 
could see, 



THE CROOt^S EKCORE 


And there beneath their «hadow, blood dnppm’ from 
his jaws, 

Was an awful creature standin’ with a ’ound beneath its 
piws 


A fox ? Five foxes reffled m one— a pony’s weight and 
size, 

A rampin’, ragin’ devO, all faogs and 'aar and eyes , 
Too scared to speak with shnck on shnek, 

Brown galloped froni the sight 
Wth just one thought within ’is mind, “The doctor 
told me right ’ 


That evenoa late the nuaister was seated in his study, 
When in there rushed a ’unon’ man, all travel-etained 
and muddy, 

“ Give me the Testament ' ’’ he cned “ And ’ear my 
sacred vow. 

That not one drop of drink shall ever pass my lips from 


'F swore it and ’e kept It and ’e keeps it to this day, 

’£ ’as turned from gut to ginger and says ’e finds it 

pay. 

You can search the whole Sussex from ’ere to Brighton 
Town 

And you wouldn’t find a better man than Jeremiah 
Brown 
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And the vision — it was just a woil, a big Sibenan, 

A great fierce ’ungry devil from a showman’s caravan. 
But It saved ’un from perdiuon — and I don’t mind li 
Ido, 

I ’aven’t seen no wolf myself — so 'ere’s my best to you ' 



The Bay Horse 


S QUIRE wantt the bay hone. 
For »t IS the best 
Squue holds the mongage , 
Where’s the mterest ? 


Haven't got the mterest. 
Can't raise a sou , 
Shan’t sell the bay horse. 
Whatever he may do 


Did you see the bay horse 7 
Such a one to go ' 

He took a bit of ndm’ 

When 1 showed him at the Shoff, 
First prize the broad jump, 

First pnze the high. 

Gold medal. Class A, 

You'll see it by*and by 

I bred the bay horse 

On the Withy Farm 
1 broke the bay horse, 

Ht broke my arm 
Don’t blame the bay horse. 

Blame the brittle bone, 

I bred him and I’ve fed him. 

And he’a all my very own 
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Just watch the bay horse 
Giodf hill of sense ! 

Ain’t he just beautiful, 

Risiii’ to a fence J 
Just hear the bay horse 
Whinin’ in his stall, 

Purrin’ like a pussy cat 

When he hears me call. 

But if Squire’s lawyer 

Serves me with his writ, 

I’ll take the bay horse 
To Marley gravel pit. 

Over the quarry edge, 

I’ll sit him tight, 

If he wants the brows hide, 

He’s wdcome to the white ! 



The Outcasts 

T hree womea stood by tbe nver’s flood 
In the gas lamp’s mnrfcy light, 

A devfl watched them on the left. 

And an angel on the nght 

The clouds of lead flowed overhead , 

The leaden stream below , 

They marvelled much, that outcast three, 
Why Fate should use them so 

Said one “ I have a mother dear, 

^Vho lieth ill abed, 

And by my sin the wage I win 

From which she hath her bread ** 

Said one " I am an outcast’s child, 

And such I came on earth 
If me ye blame, for this my shame, 

Whom blame ye for my birth I ” 

the third she sank a sin blotched face 
And prayed that die might rest. 

In the weary flow of the stream below. 
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Now past there came a godly man. 

Of goodly stock and Wood, 

And as he passed one frown he cast 
At that sad sisterhood 

Sorely it gneved that godly man, 

To see so foul a Sight, 

He turned his face, and strode apace 
And left them to the night 

But the angel drew her sisters three, 

TOthm her pinions’ span, 

And the crouching devil slunk away 
To join the godly man 



T/ie End 


“'"T^ELL me what to get and I will get it ” 

1 “ Then get that picture — that — the girl m 

“ Now tell me where you tmh that I ehoald »et Jt 
“ Lean it where I can see it-~-in the light ’ 

“ If there w more, sir, you hate but to lay it 

“ Then bnag those letters — those which lie apart. 

“ Here is the packet ' Tell me where to lay it ” 

“ Stoop over, nurse, and lay it on my heart 

“Thanks for jour silence, nurse I You understand oel 
And now 1 11 try to manage for m}sel{ 

Bot, as you go I II trouble you to hand me 
The small blue bottle there upon the shelf 

“ And so farewell ' I feel that 1 am keepmg 

The sunlight from you , may your walk be bright I 

When you return 1 may perchance be sleepmg, 

So,ereyougo,onehaad-dasp . and good night 1 ’ 
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1902-1909 


T hey reouhcd William Evans 

From the ploughtaU and the spade 
Ten years’ service in the Devons 

Left him smart as they are made. 

Thirty or a trifle older. 

Rather over six foot high, 

Trim of waist and broad of shoulder, 
Yellow-haired and blue of eye ; 

Short of speech and very solid, 

- Fixed in purpose as a rock, 

Slow, deliberate, and stolid, 

Of the real West-country stock. 

He had never been to college. 

Got his teaching in the corps. 

You can pick up useful knowledge 
Twixt Saltash and Singapore. 


Old Fidd-Comet Piet van Cdling 

lived just northward of the Vaal, 
And he called his wWte-washed dwelling, 
Blesbock Farm, Rhenoster Eraal. 
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la his politics unbending, 

Stem of speech and grim of face, 
He pursued the never-ending 

Quarrel with the English race. 


Grizzled hair and face of copper. 

Hard as nails from work and sport. 
Just the modd of a Dopper 

Of the herce old Bghting sort. 

With a shaggy bearded quota 
On conunando at his order, 

He went o9 with Louis Botha 

Trekking for the British border. 

When Natal was fint invaded 

He was 6ghung night and day. 
Then he scouted and he raided. 

With De W'ei and Delarey. 

Till he had a brash with Flamer, 

Got a bullet la his arm, 

And returned in sullen humour 
To the shelter of hia fam 


Now it happened that the Devons, 
Bloving up in that direction. 
Sent their Colour^ergeant Evans 
Foraging with half a section 



1902-1909 ^^9 

By a friendly Dutchman guided, 

A Van Eloff or De Vilier, 

They were promptly trapped and hided, 

In a manner too familiar. 


When the sudden scrap was ended. 
And they sorted out the bag. 
Sergeant Evans lay extended 
Mauseritis m his leg 

So the Kaffirs bore him, cursing, 
From the scene of hu disaster. 
And they left him to the nursing 
Of the daughters of their master. 

Now the second daughter, Sadi»— 
But the subject why pursue f 
Wounded youth and tender lady. 
Ancient tale but ever new. 


On the stoep they speot the gloaming, 
Watched the shadows on the veldt. 
Or she led her cnpple roammg 
To the eucalyptus bde. 

He would lie and play with Jacto, 

The baboon from Bushman’s Kraal, 
Smoked Magaliesberg tobacco 

While she lisped to him in Taal. 
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Till he fell that he had rather 

He had died amid the slaughter, 

If the harshaess of the father 

Were not softened in the daughter 

So he asked an English quesuon. 

And she answered him in Dutch, 
But her smile was a suggestion. 

And he treated it as such 


Now among Rhenoster kopjes 

Somewhat northward of the Vaal, 
You may see four little chappies, 

Three can walk and one can crawL 

And the blue of Transvaal heavens 
Is reSected in their eyes. 

Each a Urtle William Evans, 

Smaller model— pocket size. 


Each a little Burgher Piet 
Of the hardy Boer race. 

Two great peoples seem to meet 
In the tiny sunburned face. 

And they often greatly wonder 
Why old granddad and Papa, 
Should have been so far asunder, 
TBl united by mamma 
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And vfhen asked, “ Are you a Boer, 

Or a little Englishman I ” 

Each Tvil] answer, short and sure, 

“ I am a South Afncan '* 

But the father ansivera, chaffing, 

** Africans but Bnmh too ” 

And the children echo, laughing, 

" Half of mother — half of you ” 

It may seem a crude example. 

In an isolated case, 

But the story is a sample 

Of the welding of the race. 

So from bloodshed and from sorrow. 
From the pains of yesterday. 
Comes the nation of to morrow 

Broadly based and built to stay 

Loyal spirits strong to union. 

Joined by kindred faith and blood. 
Brothers in the wide communion 
Of oar sea gut brotherhood 



The Wanderer' 


♦'‘T^WAS m the thadowy gloaming 
X Of a cold aod tret March da/f 
That a Trandetet came roaming 
From couninea far away 

Scast rauneat had he round him, 

Nor purse, nor vrotldJy gear, 

Hungry and taint we found h»m, 

And bade bun welcome here 

Hia weary frame bent double, 

Hu eyes were old and dun, 

Hm tace was wnthed with ttouUe 
Which none might share with him 

His speech was strange and broken. 

And none could understand, 

Such words as might be spoken 
In some far distant land 

We guessed not whence he hailed from. 

Nor knew what far-oS quay 
His roving bark had Sailed from 
Before he came to me 

• Wltn acknowledgment to my tnend Sir A. Qoitler-Concli 
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But theie he wa8> so slender. 

So helpless and so pale, 

That my wde’s heart grew tender 
For one who seemed so frail 

She cned, " But you must bide here 1 
You shall no further roam 
Grow stronger by our side here, 
Within out moorland home • ” 

She laid her best before him, 

Homely and simple fare, 

And to his couch she bore him 
The raiment he should wear 

To mme he had been welcome, 

My suit of russet broivji, 

But she had dressed our weary guest 
In a loose and easy gown 


And long m peace he lay there. 
Brooding and still and weak, 
Smflmg from day to day there 

At thoughts be would not speak 


The months flowed on but ever 
Our guest would stdl remam, 
Nor made the least endeavour 
To leave our home again 



He heeded Boi for grammar. 

Nor did \re care to teach. 

But aooQ he learned to stammer 
Some words of English speech. 

With these our guest would tell nS 
The thmgs that he liked best. 
And order and compel us 
To follow his behest. 

He ruled os without malice. 

But as li he owned us all, 

A sultan m his palace 

With his seivanu at his call. 

Those calls came fast and faster, 
Out service still we gave, 
liU I who had been master 
Had grown to be his slave. 


He dairned With grasping gestures 
Eadi thmg of pnce he saw. 
Watches and rmgs and vestures, 
HU will the col/ law. 


In vain bad I commanded. 

In Tam I struggled still. 
Servants and wife were banded 
To do the stranger’s will. 
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And then in deep dqection 
It came to me one day, 
That my own wife’s affection 
Had been begniled away. 


Our love had known no danger, 
So certain had it been ’ 

And now to think a stranger 
Should dare to step between 


I taw him he and hearken 

To the htcle songs she sung, 

And when the shadows darken 
I could heat his lisping tongue 

They would sit m chambers siiady, 
When ibc light was growing dim 
Ah, my fickle-hearted lady ! 

With your arm embracing him 


So, at last, lest he divide us, 

I would put them to the test 
There was no one there beside us, 
Save this interloping guest 


So I took my stand before them, 
Very silent and erect. 

My accusing glance passed o’er them. 
Though with DO observed effect 
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But the lamp light ehoae upon her. 

And I save each tell-tale feature, 

As 1 cried, “Now, on your honour, 

Do or don’t you love the creature I " 

But her answer seemed evasive. 

It was “ Ducky-doodle-doo J 
If his mummy loves um babby, 

Doesn’t daddums love um too 1 ** 



Bendy 5 Sermon 

{Bendigo, the weU known Nottingham pnte £ghter, became 
ccuTerted to religion and preached at revival meetings through" 
oat the country J 

Y OU didn’t Itnow of Bendigo t Well, that knoc&s 
me out ! 

Who’s yout board school teacher ? What’s he been 
abont i 

Chock>a-bloek with {airy>tales— ‘full of useless cram, 
And never heard o’ Bendigo, the pnde of Nottingham I 


Bendy’s short for Bendigo. You should see him peel ! 
Half of him was whalebone, half of him was steel, 
Fighun’ weight eleven ten, five foot nine in height, 
Always ready to oblige if you want a fight. 


I could talk of Bendigo from here to kingdom come, 

I guess before I ended you would wish your dad was 
dumb, 

I’d tell you how he fought Ben Gaunt, and how the deaf 
’un fdl. 

But the game is done, and the men are gone — and maybe 
it’s as well. 


1*7 



IJ8 BENDT’s SEUtQK 

Bendy Ke turned Methodist— he said he fdt a call, 

He stumped the country preadun’ and yon bet he filled 
the hall. 

If you seed bun m the polpit, a’bleatm* like a lamb, 
You’dnever know bold Bendigo, the pnde of Nottiflghani. 


His hat was like a funeral, he’d got a waiter’s coat. 

With a hallelujah collar aod a choker round his throat, 

His pals would laugh and say in chaff that Bendigo was 
nght 

la takia’ on the devil, since he’d no one else to fight 

But he was very earnest, improvin’ day by day, 

A workia’ and a preachin’ just as his duty lay, 

But the deni he was waitin', and in the final bout 

He hit him hard below his guard and knocked poor 
Bendy out 

Now I’ll tell you how it happened He was preachm’ 
down at Brum, 

He was billed just like a ctrcns, you should see the people 
come. 

The chapel it was crowded, and in the foremost row 

Thete was half a dozen bruisers wbo’d a grudge at 
Bendigo 

There was Tommy Platt of Bradford, Solly Jones of 
Perry Bar, 

I^ng Connor from the Bull Ring, the same wot drew 
with Cart, 
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Jaci Ball the fightin’ gonsmitli, Joe Slurphy from the 
Mew?, 

And Ilg' Moss, the betoh* boss, the Champion of the 
Jews. 


A very pretty handful a-aittin’ in a string. 

Full of beer and impudence, ripe for anything, 

Sittm’ in a string there, right under Beady’s nose. 

If his message was for sinners, he could make a start on 
those. 

Soon he heard them chaffin’ : Hi, Bendy I Here’s 
a go I” 

“How much are yon coppin’ by this Jump to Glory 
show 1 ” 

" Stow it, Bendy ! Left the nog I Mighty spry of 
yon I 

Didn’t everybody know the ring was leavin’ you 1 ’’ 


Bendy fairly sweated as he stood above and prayed, 

“ Look down, O tx)rd,aad grip mewith a strangle hold I ” 
he said. 

“ Fix me with a strangle hold I Put a stop on me 1 

I’m slippin’. Lord, I’m slippin’ and I’m clmgin’ hard to 
Thee 1 ’’ 

3at the roughs they kept on chaffin’ and the uproar it 
was Budi 

That the preacher in the pulpit might be talkin’ double 
Dutch, 
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Till a workin’ man he ihouted out, a-jumpm' to hii 
feet, 

“ Give us a lead, your reverence, and heave ’em in the 
street " 

Then Bendy said, “ Good Lord, since first I left my sinful 
ways, 

Thoa Icnowest that to Thee alone I’ve given op my days, 

But now, dear Lord ** — and here he laid hu Bible on the 
ihelf- 

“I’ll take with your pertmssion, just five minutes foi 
myself ” 

He vaulted from the pulpit like a oger from a den, 

They say it was a lovely sight to tee him floor his men , 

Right and left, and left and nght, straight and true and 
hard 

Till the Ebeneaer Chapel looked more like a knackei's 
yard 

Platt was ttandin' on hu back and lookin’ at his toes, 

Solly Jones of Perry Bar was feelin’ for his nose, 

Connor of the Bull Ring bad all that he could do 

Rakia’ for his ivones that lay about the pew 


Jack Ball the fightin’ gunsmith was m a peaceful sleep, 
Joe ilurphy lay across him, all tied up m a heap, 

Five of them was twisted in a tangle on the floor, 

And Iky iloss, the betun boss, had sprinted for the 
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Five repentant fightin’ men, sitting in a row, 
listenin’ to words o! grace Irom Mister Bendigo, 
listenin’ to Ms reverence — all as good as gold, 

Pretty Utde baa-lambs, gathered to the fold. 

So that’s the way that Bendy ran his mission in the 
slum, 

And preached the Holy Gospel to the fighria* men of 
Brum, 

“ The Lord,” said he, ** has given me His message from 
on high, 

And if you iatermpt Hun, I will know the reason why,” 

Bat to think of all your adioolin’, dean waited, thrown 
away, 

Darned if I can make out what you’re leamin’ all the day, 
Grubbin’ up old fairy-tales, fillin’ up with cram. 

And didn’t know of Bendigo, the pride of Nottingham ! 



Compensation 

T he gnme is on th« window pane. 

Pale the London sunbeams fall. 

And show the smodge of mildew stain, 
Which lies on the distempered wall. 

I am a cnpple, as jrou see. 

And here I lie, a broken thlnf, 

But God has given flight to me. 

That mocks the swiftest eagle wing 

For if I will to tee or bear. 

Quick as the thought m)' spirit flies, 
And lo ' the picture flashes dear 

Throogh all the mist of centuries. 

I can recall the Hgns* strand, 

IVhere once the Turk and Tartar met. 
When the great Lord of Samarcand 
Stmck down the Sultan Bajazet. 

Under a tendeagne swiri of dust 

The roaring battle swings and sways, 
Now reding down, now upward thmst, 

"Ihe crescent sparkles through the haze. 
* 3 * 
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I see the Janissanes fly, 

I see the chain m^ed leader fall, 

I hear the Tekbar dear and high, 

The true beheyei** battle-call 


And tossing o’er the press I mark 
The horse tail banner orer all, 

Shaped like the smudge of mildew dark 
That hes on the distempered wall 

And thus the meanest thing I see 
Will set a Scene within my brain, 

And every sound that comes to me 

Will bring strange echoes back again 

Hark now ' In rhythmic monotone. 

You hear the murmur of the mar^ 

The low, deep, unremitting moan 

That comes from weary London’s heart 

But 1 can change it to the hum 
01 multitudinous acdaun. 

When tnple-walled Byzantium 
Re-echoes the Imperial name, 

I hear the beat of armid feet. 

The legions clanlong on their way, 

The long shout runs from street to street, 
IVith roUmg drum and trumpet bray 
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So I hear it riaiiig, falling. 

Till it dies away once more, 

And I hear the costeta calling 
*MId the weary London roar. 

Who shall pity then the lameness, . 

\Vhich still holds me from the ground I 
Who commiserate the sameness 

Of the scene that girds me round 1 

Though I lie a broken wreck, 

Though I seem to want fof all 
Still the world is at my beck 
And the ages at my call. 



The Banner of Process 

T HERE’S a banner in our van. 
And we follow as we can, 
For at times we acatce can see it. 
And at times it flutters higb 
But iowcvcr It be flown, 

StiU we know it as our own. 

And we follow, ever follow, 

Where we see the banner fly 

In the struggle and the strife, 

In the weanness of life, 

The banner man may stumble, 

He may falter in the fight 
But if one should fail or slip, 

“niere are other hands to grip, 

And It's forward, ever forward. 
From the darkness to the light 



Hope 

F aith may break on reason, 
Faith may prove a treason 
To that highest gift 
That u granted by Thy grace , 
Cot Hope ' Ah let us cheruh 
Some spark that may not pertsh. 

Some uny spark to cheer as, 

As we wander through the waste I 

A little lamp beside ns 
A little lamp to guide us 
Where the path is rocky, 

Where the toad u steep , 

That when the light (alia dimmer, 

Still some God-seot glimmer 
hlay hold us steadfast ever, 

To the track that we should keep 

Hope for the trending of it, 

Hope for the ending of it, 

Hope for all around us 

That It ripens in the sun 
Hope for what is wanmg 
Hope for what n gaming 
Hope for what n waiting 

When the long day is done 
*3« 
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Hope that He, the namdess. 

May still he best and blameless. 

Nor ever end His highest 
With the earthworm and the slime. 
Hope that o’er the border 
There lies a land o{ order. 

With higher law to recooale 
The lower laws of Time. 

Hope that every vexed life 
Finds within that next life 

Something that may recompense. 
Something that may cheer 
And that perchance the lowest one 
Is truly but the slowest one, 

Quiclrened by the sorrow 
Which is waiofig for him here. 



Reltgto Media 

G OD’S cwn beat wiU b>de the lest. 
And God’s ovm nutst will fall ; 
Bat, beat or wont or last or fint, 

He ordereth it all 

For cU IS good, il oodentood, 

(iUi, could we uodentand 1) 

And right and ill are tools of iluU 
Held in His either hand 

The harlot and the a&chonte. 

The tnartyr and the rake, 

De{tl7 He fashions each anght. 

Its Tical part to take 

Wisdom He makes to form the fruit 
Where the high blossoms be , 

And Lust to kill the weaker shoot. 
And Dnnk to tnm the tree. 

And Holiness that so the bole 
Be solid at the core , 

And Plague and Fever, that the whole 
Be changing evermore 
158 
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He ttrewe t}ie microbes ia the lung. 

The b!ood*dot in the bniia ; 

With test and test He picks the best. 
Then tests them once again. 

He tests the body and the mind, 

He rings them o’er and o’er; 

Asd if they crack. He thiovrs them back. 
And iashIciQS them once more. 

He dioLes the infant throat trith slime. 
He sets the ferment free; 

He buDdt tlie uny tube of hme 
That blocli t)ie artery. 

He Jets (he ^outhfuJ dreamer store 
Great projects tn bis bntia, 

Until He drops the fungus spore 
That smears them out again. 

He stores the milk that feeds the babe. 
He dulls the tortured nerve ; 

He gives a hundred joys of sense 

feiv or none might serve. 

And still He trams tfie branch of good 
WTiere the high blossoms be, 

AeJ wieljcth stia the shears of iJI 
To proae asd f luae His tree. 
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M an tays that He JS jealous, 
Man says that He is wise, 
Man says that He is watching 

From IBs throne beyond the sTaes 
Bat perchance the arch above us 
Is one great minor s spaa, 

And the Figote seen so dimly 
Is a vast reflected man 


If it IS lave that gave ns 

A thonsand Uossoms bngh^ 
Why should that love not save us 
From poisoned aconite i 
If this man blesses sunshine 
Which sets his fields aglow. 
Shall that man cone the tempest 
That lays hu harvest low I 


If yon may smg His praises 

For health He gave to you. 
What of this spme-^urved cripple, 
Shall he sing praises too I 



man’s LtUtTATION X4I 

If you luay justly diaok Hun 

For strengtK u nund and lunb. 

Then what of yonder weakluig — 

Hust he give thanks to Him I 

Ah dark, too dark, the nddle 1 
Hie tiny brain too small | 

We call and fondly listen 
For answer to that call 
There comes no word to tell us 
Why this and that should be, 

Why you should live with sorrow, 

And joy should live with me 



Mtnd and Matter 


G reat wa* lua «>ul sad bigh hu ain), 

He viewed the world, and he could trace 
A lofty plan to leave hu name 
Immortal ’rtud the human race 
But aa he planned, and as he vrorlced, 

The focfus Spore mthin him lurked 

Though dark the present and the past. 

The future seemed a sunlit thing 
Still ever deeper and more vast, 

The changes that he hoped to bring 
His was the wiU to dare and do , 

Bat Bull the stealthy fungus grew 

Alas the plans that came to nought I 

Alas the soul that thrilled m vam 1 

The sunlit future that he sought 

Was hut a mirage of the brain 

Where now the vnt f Where now the will I 

The fungus ts the master still 



Darkness 

A GENTLEMAN of wit and chann, 

A loadly heart, a cleanly mind. 

One who was qvuck with hand or purse 
To lift the burden of his kind 
A brain well balanced and mature, 

A soul that shrank from all things base. 
So rode he forth that winter day, 

Complete in every mortal grace 

And then— the blunder of a horse, 

The crash u^on the frozen clods, 

And— Death I Ah * no such dignity. 

But Life, all twisted and at odds I 
At odds m body and in soul. 

Degraded to some brutish state, 

A bemg loathsome and malign 
Debased, obscene, degenerate 

Pathology I Tie case is dear. 

The diagnosis n exact , 

A bone depressed, a hxmonhage. 

The pressure on a nervous tract 
Theology f Ah there's the rub ' 

Smce brain and soul together fade. 
Then when the bram is dead — enough 1 
Lord help us, for we need Thine aid 1 
t4S 



A IFornans Love 


I A&I cot blmd — nndmUnd ; 

I aee Kim loyal, good and mse, 

I feel decHiOQ ttt hia hand, 

I lead hit honour u hu eyes 
Manliest among men is be 

Wth every gift and grace to clothe him ; 
He oever loved a girl but me^ 

And I — I loathe him 1 — loathe him I 

The other ' Ah ' I value him 
Preeuely at his proper rate, 

A creature of caprice and whim. 

Unstable, weak, importunate 
His thoughts are set on paltry gam — 

Yob only tell me what I see — 

1 know him sdfish, cold and vain , 

But, oh I he’s all the world to me 1 
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By the North Sea 

H er cheek was wet with North Sea spray, 
We walked where tide and shingle meet, 
The long wa'jea idled Itom lat away 
To purr in ripples at oar feet. 

And as we walked it seemed to me 

That three old inends had met that day, 
Ihe old, old sky, the old, old sea, 

And love, which is as old as they. 

Out seaward hong the brooding mist, 

We saw it tolling, fold on fold. 

And marked the great San alchemist 
Turn all its leaden edge to gold. 

Look well, look well, oh lady mme. 

The grey below, the gold above. 

For so the greyest life may shine 
All golden in the light of love. 
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’December s Snov) 

T he bloom i» on the nuy once more, 
The chestnut bui3* have burst anew 
But, datliog, all our tpnogt are o’er, 

'Tit winter itQl for me and you. 

We plucked Ijfe’e hlotsoms long ago, 
Wlaf’a }eh t* hut Prrwober’j mow. 


But winter has its joya as fair, 

The gentler joys, aloof, apart ; 
The snow may lie upon our hau 

But never, darling, in our heart. 
Sweet were the apnngs of long ago 
But tweeter sull December’s snow. 


Yes, long ago, and yet to me 

It seems a ihmgof yesterday, 

The shade beneath the wDlow tree. 

The word you looked but feared to say 
Ah 1 when 1 learned to love you so 
What recked we of December’s snow 1 
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But svnft the ruthless seasons sped 
And swifter soil they speed away , 
li^'hat though they bow the dainty head 
And fleck the ravea hair with grey ? 

The boy and gul of long ago 

Ate laughing through tiie of snow 



Shakespeare t Expostulatton 

M asters, l #l«p not qmet m my grave. 

There where they laid me, by the Avon »ho« 
In that Bome crazy wights have set it forth 
By argaments most ^se and fanafnl. 

Analogy and (ar-drawn mference. 

That Francs Bacon, Earl of Vemlam 
(A man whom I remember in old days, 

A learned judge with sly adhesive palms, 

To which the suitors gold was wont to stick)— 
That this same Veralam had wnt the plays 
Which were the fancies of my frolic bram 
What can they urge to dispossess the crown 
Which all my comrades and the whole loud world 
Did in my lifetime lay upon my brow ? 

Look straiUy at these arguments and see 
How witless and how fondly slight they be 

ImpTtmu, they have urged that, being bom 
In the mean compass of a paltry town, 

I could not m my youth have tnmmed my mind 
To such an eagle pitcl^ bat most be fonnd. 

Like the hedge sparrow, somewhere near the ground 
Bethink you, sirs, that though I was demed 
The learomg which in colleges ts found. 

Yet may a hungry brain Still find its food 



The Empire 

1902 

T hey said that it had feet of clay, 
That its fall was sure and quick. 
In the flames of yesterday 

All the clay was burned to brick. 
When they carved our epitaph 
And marked us doomed beyond recall, 

'* We are,” we answered, with a laufb, 

” The Empire that declues to fall.” 
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A Voyage 
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B reathing ite «ta]e and stuffy air 
Of of5ce or consulting room, 

Our thoughts will wander back to where 
We heard the low Atlascie boom, 

And, creamtag undeneath our screw, 

We watched the swuUag waters break, 
SQeer fUagrees on blue 

Spreading fan wise in our wake 

Cnbbed within the city s fold. 

Fettered to our daily round. 

We’ll conjure up the haze of gold 

Which ringed the wide konzoa round. 
And stSl we’ll break the sordid day 
By fleeting visions far and fair, 

The siWer shield ol Vigo Bay, 

The long brown cliff of Fuusterre 

Where once the Roman galley sped. 

Or hloonsh corsair spread hss sail. 

By wooded shore, or sunlit head. 

By baires hill or sea washed vale 
»5» 
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We took our way. Bot we can swear 

lliat many countries we have scanned, 
But never one that could compare 

our own island mother-land. 

The dream is o’er No more we view 
The shores of Christian or of Turk, 

But turning to our tasks anew. 

We bend us to our wonted work. 

But there will come to you and me 

Some glimpse of spacious days gone by, 
The wide, wide stretches of the sea. 

The mighty curtain of the sky. 



The Orphanage 

W HEN, etc the tanglnl web it refc« 

The kid-gloTtf) Tillaiii icowlt and sneert, 
And haplets umocence ta ]e(t 

With no assets save tight and tears, 

Tis then, just then, that la there stalks 
The hero, watchful of her needs. 

He talks, Great heavens, how he talks ' 

But we forgive him, for his deeds 

Lde is the drama here to>day 

And Death the vdlain of the plot 
It IS a realistic play. 

Shall It end well or shall it not f 
The hero ? Oh, the hero’s part 
Is vacant — to be played by you 
Then act it well ' An oiphan’a heart 
hlay beat the lighter if you do 



Sexagenanus Loquitur 

F rom our youtL to our age 
We have passed cadi stage 
la old immemonal order» 

From primitive days 
Through flowery ways 

With love like a hedge as their border. 

Ah, youth was a kiagdom of joy, 

And we were the king and the queen. 

When I was a year 
Short of thirty, my dear, 

And you were just oeanng nineteen 

But dark follows light 
And day follows night 

As the old planet cirdes the sun ; 

And nature still traces 
Her score on out faces 

And tallies the years as they run 
Have they dulled the old warmth in your heart I 
I swear that they have not m nunc. 

Though I am a year 
Short of sixty, my dear, 

And yon ate — well, say thiity-nine. 
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Ntght V otccs 

F ather, father, who ts that a whispering ? 
\Vho IS It who whispers in the wood i 
Yon &ay it is the hrceie 
As It sighs among the trees, 

Gut there’s someone who whispers m the wood 

Father, father, who is that a murmuring f 
Who IS It who mormurs in the sight t 
You say tt is the roar 
Of the wave upon the shore, 

But there’s someone who munnurs in the night 

Father, father, who is that who laughs at us I 
^Vho 18 it who chuckles m the glen ? 

Oh, father, let us go. 

For the light is bunuag low. 

And there’s somebody laughing in the glen 

Father, father, tell me what j ou're waiting for. 
Tell lae why yont eyes are on the door 
It is dark and it is late. 

But you SIC so still and straight. 

Ever staring, ever smiliBg, at the door 
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The Message 


(From Heiue) 


U P, dear laddie, saddle quick 

And spring upon the leather I 
Away post haste o’er £dl and waste 
With whip and spur together ! 


And when you win to Duncan’s bn 
Draw one of them aside 
And shortly say, “ Which daughter may 
We welcome as the bnde 1 ” 


And if he says “ It is the dark,” 
Then quickly bring the marc, 
Bnt if he says “ It is the blonde,” 
Then you have time to spare 

Bnt buy from off the saddler man 
The stoutest cord you see, 

Ride at your ease and say no word. 
But bring it back to me 
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The Echo 

(Altet 

T hrough the lonely mountain land 
There rode a caraLer 
Oh, nd« I to ny darlisg’a arms, 

Or to the grave «o drear I *' 

The Echo answered clear, 

“ The grave so drear ” 

So onward rode the cavaher 
And clouded was hu brow 
“ If now my hour be truly come. 

Ah well, It must be now I ” 

The Echo answered low, 

“ It must be now," 


*38 



Advice to a Young Author 


F irst begin 

Taking m. 
Cargo atored. 

All aboard, 

Think aboot 
Giving out. 
Empty ship, 
Us^ess trip I 


Never strain 
Weary brain. 
Hardly fit. 

Wait a bit I 
After rest 
Comes the beat. 
Sitting still. 

Let it fill ; 
Never press 5 
Nerve stress 
Always shows. 
Nature knows. 
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ADVICE TO A YOVHC AUTHOR 


Critics land, 
Never mind I 
Critics flatter. 
No matter I 
Critics curse. 
None the worse ! 
Critics blame. 
All the same 1 
Do your btst 
Haog the rest t 



T/ie Farewell 

Thb Soot, to the Body 

S O coriy, dear old fnead, you have to die. 

We've teen such goodly partners, you and I, 
Such comrades in our tvork, and mates at play, 
We’ve lived together many a happy day 
It’s only lately that you disappoint, 

Sluggish to limb and dogged in every jomt , 

But that IS not your fault, for gnm old Tune 
Has blocked your tiny arteries with luse 
And cut your aap and left its ivithenng trace 
In every wnnklc of your dear old face 
No, faithful comrade, I have nought but praise , 

If therewere fault, ’twas mine You walked the ways 
On which I led you, be they low or high. 

Thanks for all services I And so good bye • 

The Body to the Soul 
Good bye, old fnend * You’ve used me many a year, 
And, as you say. I’m rather out of gear, 

And quite disposed to rest No doubt you’ll find 
Some other form congenia! to your mind, 

And moulded on this meek you leave behmd, 

For that, they say, persists Sfay it be one 
That serves you faidifully, as I have done 
Itil 



0{ course its right our partaenhip to sever 
Since I am old and you as young as ever. 

I’ll find some cancer cell or handy germ 
To bring my waning forces to a term 
And break the framework of the old machine. 
Then down at Woking or at Golderia Green 
They’ll do the trick. And you, fnend, from afar, 
Will see the oaken chest or cinder jar. 

And know that I have gone without a pang 
Back to the elements from which I sprang. 



“ Now theUy Smith ! ’* 


[The incident quoted u literally correct] 

’^T^WAS on Messina’s day of wrath, 

J. When one wild jnoming laid her low, 
On ttther side of that grey path 
The doder piles were sdll aglow. 

Bows h there sauntered Skipper Wise, 

The Master of the Roderic Dhu, 

And at his heels, with wondering eyes, 

A dozen of her collier crew. 


But hark that cry ! Above their heads, 

There bung a riven shabng wall, 

From bulging base to melting leads 
Was sheer a hundred foot of fall ; 

And there, half balanced on a sill, 

There dung a little frightened maid. 

Her white face staring down, and still 

She waved her hand and cried for aid. 

The Skipper cocked bis thumb in air, 

“ Now then. Smith 1 ” he curtly said. 

The seaman maiked the child up there. 

And growled an oath and scratched his head 
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now THEM, SMITH * ” 


Tliej- saw tun wet bis horny paw, 

They saw hun test the shaking wall. 

They saw him creep from flaw to flaw, 

They saw him slip, they saw him fall. 

And yet again, re^n his gnp. 

And ^d a crence for hu stand. 

And on with jerk and spring and slip. 

Until he clntchcd the downstretched hand. 

He braced tis shonldec to the strain, 

He caught her as she sank all spent. 

And with her balanced turned again 
To make his terrible descent 
\Mth pause for thought and pause for breath, 
li\’hlle the datk tabbU prayed and cned. 
Until from that high place of death 
He bore her to her mother’s side 

“ how then Smith ' ’ the skipper Said, 

And at the word the thing was done 
But where is Smith, whose hand and head 

Have played a match with death and won f 
He’s }ust a chap among the chaps. 

Unknown, nnhonoured, as before, 

And there he U stay until perhaps 

The world has need of him once more 

So has It be“n m every age. 

In every age it still shall be, 

Smith’s name » act oa Justory’s page. 

Bat who has made that page save he I 
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“now thbh, smith I” 

Tbe Warrior chief can frame his plan 
With all that wisdom can devise, 

And then, — ah, then it needs the man. 

And “ Now then. Smith I “ he loudly cries. 

The Statesman in a parlous place 
May totter on unstable ground. 

His blunders rise before his face, 

And no redemptiom may be found. 

When all is lost, ’mid doubts and fears. 

There’s one more card that he can play. 
It’s “ Now then, Smith ! ” and Smith appears 
To save him for some later day. 

And when War raised Its fearsome shape 
And Europe shrank before its form, 

Our England stood with no escape. 

Unarmed before the rising storm, 

Twas Smith to whom at once we turned. 

Five million Smiths obeyed the call. 

To Smith the'praise that be has earned. 

For hy his blood he saved us all. 

Now then, Smith ! 

You’re nuther ridh nor gifted, 

But here’s a job that must be done, 

A Job we may not shirk. 

Now then, Smith 1 

Get down to it and shift it 1 
You’re just the common working bee. 

So work, you beggar, work ! 



To my Lady 

W HICH of these four,” the Angel said, 
“ Will be your life-long choice, 

The maiden vnth the kindest heart, 

Or with the sweetest Toice, 

Or she who has the dearest form, 

With every gentle grace, 

Or she who shows the noblest soul 
Upon the loveliest face i ” 

Lost iQ deepest thought I sal. 

And Viewed these maidens four, 

And dnt chose this and then chose that, 
And doubted more and more , 

A kindly heart is treasure trove, 

A perfect voice is rare, 

A graceful form is Heaven’s gift 
And So IS beauty rare 

The Angel laughed to see my doubt 
And laid his hand on me. 

He smoothed the puzzled wrinkles out, 

“ I’ll set It nght,” said he, 

“ Each of the four you wish as mate , 

Since that can not be done, 

This lady saves yon all debate. 

By bung all m one ** 
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A Reminiscence of Cricket 

O NCE m my heyday of cricket. 

Oh, day I shall ever recall 1 
1 captured that glorious wicket. 

The greatest, the grandest of all. 

Before me he stands like a vision, 

Bearded and hurly and brown, 

A smile of good*bumoured derision 

As he waits for the 6rst to come down. 

A statue from Thebes or from Cnossus, 

A Hercules shrouded in white, 

Assyrian Ball*like Colossus, 

He stands in his might. 

With the beard of a Goth or a Vandal, 

His bat hanging ready and free. 

His great hairy hands on the handle 
And his menacing eyes upon me. 

And I — I had tricks for the rabbits. 

The feeble of mind or of eye, 

I could see all the duSer*s bad habits 
And guess where hia ruin might lie. 
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A REMIHtSCEWCE OT CRICKET 

The capture of tuch might elate one, 

But It seemed tike tome hornble jest 
That 1 should terve tosh to the great one, 
Who had broken the hearts of the best 

Wdl, here goes ! Good Lord what a rotter 1 
Such a sitter as never was dreamt. 

It was clay in the bands of the Potter 

But he tapped it with gentle contempt 


The second was better — a leetle. 

It was low, but was nearly long hop, 

As the housemaid comes down on the beetle^ 
So down came the bat ivith a chop 

He was sizing me up nith some wonder, 

My broken kneed action and ways, 

I could see the grun menace from under 
The striped peak that shaded h» gaze 

The third was a gift — or it looked it, 

A foot off the vncket or so. 

His huge figure Swooped as he hooked it, 

His great body swung to the blow 


Still when my dreams are night mansh 
I picture that tcmble sraite 
It was meant fora neighbouring pansh 
Or any old place out of sight 
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But — yes, there’s a but to the story — 
The blade swished a trifle too low, 
Oh wonder ! and vision of glory ! 

It was up like a shaft from a bow. 


Up, up, like the towering game bird. 

Up, up, to a speck In the blue, 

And then coming down bke the same bird 
Dead straight on the line that it flew 

Good Lord, was it mine 1 Such a soarer 
Would call for a pau of safe hands ; 

None safer than Derbyshire Storer— 

And there, face uplifted, he stands 

Wicket'keep Storer, the knowing, 

Wary and steady of nerve, 

Watching it falling and growing, 
hlarkmg the pace and the curve 


I stood with my two eyes fixed on it. 

Paralysed — helpless — inert. 

There was “ plunk ” as the gloves shut upon it 
And be cuddled it up to his shirt 

Out, beyond question or wrangle ! 

Homeward he lurched to his lunch. 

His bat was tucked up at an angle. 

His great shoulders curved to a hunch. 



A KEUTHtSCZXCe 
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Walking he mmhled and grumbled. 
Scolding himiclf, and not me. 

One glove was off, and he fumbled 
Twuting the other hand free 

Did I give Storer the credit. 

The thanks he to iplendidly earned ? 
It was mere empty talk if I said it. 

For Grace was already returned. 



The Guards Came Through 
And other Poems 



The Guards Came Through 

M en of thcTwenty-firtt, 

Up by the Chalk Pit Wood, 
Weak from our wounds and our thirst, 
Wanting our sleep and our food 
After a day and a night. 

God 1 shall 1 ever forget i 
Beaten and broke In the fight, 

But sticking it, sticking It yet, 

Trying to hold the line, 

Fainting and spent and done ; 

Always the thud and the whine, 

Always the yell of the Hun. 
Nonhurabeiland, Lancaster, York, 
Durham and Somenet, 

Fighung alone, worn to the bone. 

But sticking it, sticking it yet. 

Never a message of hope. 

Never a word of cheer. 

Fronting IISl 70’s shell-swept slope. 
With the dull, dead plain in our rear 
^Always the shriek of the shell, 

Alwaj’S the roar of the burst, 

Alwap the tortures of Hell, 

At waitiag and winong we cursed 



THE CCAltDS CAME THKOUCM 

Our lock, the guns, and the Boche 
When our Corpora! shouted “ Stand to ] ’’ 
And I hear some one cry, “ Qear the front for 
the Guards • ” — 

And the Guards came through 

Our throats they were parched and hot. 

But, Lord ! i! you’d heard the cheer, 

Irish, Welsh and Scot, 

Coldstream and Grenadier — 

Two Bngades, if yon please. 

Dressing as straight as a hem 
We, we were down on our knees, 

Fraying for us and for them, 

Fraying with tear wet cheek, 

Fraying with outstretched hand 
Lord * I coidd speak for a week, 

But how could you underttand f 
How could your cheeks be wet f 
Such feehn’a don t come to vou 
But how can me or my mates forget 
How the Guards came through ? 

“ Five yards left extend ! ” 

It passed from rank to rank, 

And bne after Ime, with never a bend. 

And a touch of the London swank 
A tnSe of swank and dash. 

Cool as a home parade, 

Twinkle, glitter and flash. 

Flinching never a shade. 
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Witt the stiapael nght in their face. 
Doing their Hyde Park stunt, 

Swinging along at an easy pace. 

Arms at the trad, eyes front 
Han ' It was great to see ' 

Man 1 it was great to do ' 

It’s a cot, and hospital ward for me, 

But 1 11 tell them in Blighty wherever 1 he, 
How the Guards came through 



Victnx 


H ow -was »t then vjitK Eoglaod i 

Her fajth »ras true to her plighted word. 
Her Itrong hand closed on her blunted sword. 
Her heart rose high to the foeraan's hate, 

She waiVed with God on the hills ol Fate— 
And all was well with England 

How was It then with England 1 

Her soul was wrung with loss atd pais, 

Her lace was grep with her heart’s blood dram, 
But her fatcoo eyes were bard and bnght, 
Austere and cold as an ice^ve s light — 

And all was well with England 

Bow was It then with England t 
Little she said to foe or friend. 

True, heart true, to the uttermost end, 

Her passion cry was the scathe she wrought, 

In Same and steel the voiced her thought— 
And all was well with England 

How was It then with England i 

Wih droopmg sword and bended head. 

She turned apart and mourned her dead, 
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Sad sky above, sad earth beneath, 

She walked with God in the Vale of Death 
Ah, woe the day for England I 

How is it now with England ? 

She sees upon her mist-girt path 
Dim dnfting shapes of fear and wrath. 
Hold high the heart I Bend low the knee 
She has been guided, and vrill 
And allis well with England. 



Those Others 

W HERE are diose others?— the men -who stood 
In the first wild spate o{ ^e German fiocd. 
And paid full pnce with their heart’s best blood 
For the saving of yon and me 
French’a Contempnbles, haggard and lean, 

AUenby a lads of the cavalry screen, 

Gunners who fdl in Battery L, 

And Gnardsmeo of Lacdreaes ? 

Where are those others who fought and fell, 
Outmanned, outgunned and scant of shell, 

On the deadly cum of the Ypres hell. 

Barring the coast to the last ? 

If’here are our laddies who died out there. 

From Foelcapelle to Festubert, 

When the days grew short and the poplars bare 
In the cold November blast ? 

For us their tml and for us their pain. 

The sordid ditch in the sodden plain. 

The Flemish fog and the driving ram. 

The cold that cramped and froze , 

The weary night, the dull blealt day. 

When earth was dark and sky was grey. 

And the ragged weeds in the dnpping day 
W ere all God s world to those 
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Where are those others in this glad time, 

When the standards wave and the joybells chime, 
And London stands with outstretched bands 
Waving her children in ? 

Athwart oar joy still comes the thought 
Of the dear dead boys, whose lives have bought 
All that sweet victory has brought 
To us who lived to win 

To each his dreams, and mine to me. 

But as the shadows fall I see 
That ever-glonous company— 

The men who bide out there. 

Rifleman, Highlander, Fusilier, 

Airman and Sapper and Grenadier, 

With flaunting banner and wave and cheer, 

They flow through the darkening air 

And yours are there, and so are mine. 

Rank upon rank and line on line, 

Wth smilmg lips and eyes that shme. 

And bearing proud and high 
Past they go uJch their measured tread. 

These are the victors, these — the dead I 
Ah, sink the knee and bare the head 
As the hallowed host goes by 1 



Hatg ts Moving 

Aocorr 1918 

H aig « moving • 

Three plain rvords are all that matter, 
hlid the gotsip And the chatter, 

Hopes m speeches, feats in papers, 

Pessimistic froth and vapours— 

Haig IS moving ! 


Haig 15 moving ' 
We can turn from Gemao scheming, 
From hofflanitanan dreaming, 

From asserboos, contradictions, 
Tmsted facts and solemn fictions— 
Haig 13 moving * 


Haig IS moving * 
All the weary idle phrases, 

Empty blamings, empty praises, 
Here’s an end 10 thar reaul. 

There is only one thing vital — 

Haig 13 moving I 



HAIC IS UOTIMC 


Haig is moving { 

He is moving, he is gaining. 

And the whole hushed world is straining, 
Striuniog, yearning, for the vision 
Of the doom and the deduon — 

Haig is moving 1 



The Guns tn Sussex 

L ight gieea ol grass aad trchet greea ot tost 
Slope upwards to the darkest green of fir 
How sull ' How deathly still ' And yet the hush 
Shivers and trembles with some subtle stir. 

Some far-off throbbing like a mufBed drum. 

Beaten in broken rhythm oversea, 

To play the last funereal march of some 
Who die to-day that Europe may be free 

The deep blue heaven, cnmng from the green, 
Spans witfk Its shimmering arch the ffowery zone , 
In all God’s earth there is no gentler scene, 

And yet I hear that awesome monotone 
Above the circling nudge’s piping shnil, 

And the long dronmg of the questing bee, 

Above all sultry summer sounds, it still 
Mutters its ceaseless menaces to me 

And as I listen all the garden fair 

Darkens to plains of misery and death, 

And, looking past the roses, I see there 

Those sordid furrows mth the naing breath 
Of all things foul and black lly heart is hot 
W'lthia me as I vkw it, and 1 cry, 

“ Better the misery of these men’s lot 
Than all the peace that comes to such as I ! ” 
iSs 
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And strange that in the pauses of the sound 
I hear the children’s laughter as they roam, 
And then their mother calls, and all around 
Kise up the gentle murmurs of a home 
But stBl I gaze afar, and at the sight 
My whole soul softens to its heart felt prayer, 

“ Spirit of Justice, Thou for whom they fight, 

Ah, turn in mercy to our lads ont there * 

“ The froward peoples have deserved Thy wrath, 
And on them is the Judgment as of old, 

But if they wandered from the hallowed path 
Yet u their retribution manifold 
Behold all Europe writhing on the rack, 

The sins of fathers gnnding down the sons 1 
How long, 0 Lord I ” He sends no answer back. 
Bat stQI I bear the matter of the guns 



Tpres 

t9ts 

P USH on, my Lord of Wurteraberg, acros» the 
Flemish Fen 1 

See "here the lore of Ypr« calls you • 

TTiere’s just one ragged British line of Plomer’s weary 

It*8 true they held you off before, but renture it ogam. 
Come, tty yaar tuck, whatever fate befalis you ' 

Ycm’ve been some little tuoe, my Lord Perhaps you 
scarce remember 

The lat-ofi caAy days ol that tmstaftcc 
Was It la October last I Or was it in November , 

And now the leaves are tutniog and you stand in mid- 
September 

Still stanag at the Bdfry in the distance 

Can }oa recall the fatednl day^ — a day of drifting shies. 
When you started on the famous Calais onset f 
Can rt be the War Lord hlondeied when he urged die 
enterprise ? 

For surely it’s a weary tdid e since first before your eyes 
That old Belfry rose against die sunset. 

1S4 
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You held council at your quarters when the budding 
Alexanders 

And the Pickel haubed Caesars gave their reasons 
Was there one amongst that bnstle-headed aide of 
commanders 

Ever ventured the opinion that a little town of Flanders 
Would hold you pounded here through all the seasons i 

You all clasped hands upon it You would break the 
Bntish line, 

You would smash a road to westward with your host, 
The hoivitzers should thander and the Uhlan lances shine 
Till Calais heard the blanngof the distant “ Wacht am 
Rhein,” 

As you topped the grassy uplands of the coast 
Said ^e Graf von Feuer>Esseo, It’s a fact beyond di$> 

CU8S10S, 

That man to man we can outfight the foe 
There is valour in the French, there is patience in the 
Russian, 

But blend all warlike virtues and you get the lordly 
Prussian,” 

And the bustle headed muimuced, ** Das ut so ” 

“ And the Bntish,” ened another, they are mercenary 
cattle. 

Without one noble impulse of the soul. 

Degenerate and drunken , if the dollars chink and rattle, 
Tis the only sort of music that will call them to the 
battle ” 

And all the bnstle-headed cned, ** Ja wohiP' 
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And so next day your battle rcdled across the M«i>a 
PJam, 

Where Capper’s men stood lonely to your ^vrath 

You broke him, and ycni broke him, but you broke him 
all in vain, 

For he and his contemptiblcs kept dosing up again. 

And the kbala bar was still across y our path 

And on the day when (iheluvelt lay smoking m the 
sun, 

^Vhen Von Deimling stonned so hotly m the van. 

You smiled as Haig reeled backwards and you thought 
him on the ran. 

But, alas for dreams that vanish, for before the day 
done 

It was you, my Lord of W uttemherg, Aat ran 

A dreary day was that — but another came, more dreary, 

When the Guard from Arras led your fierce attacks. 

Spruce and splendid in the monung were the Potsdam 
Grenadiere, 

But not so spruce that evening when they staggered 
Spent and weary. 

With those cursed Bntisb storming at their backs 


Yon knew— your spies had told you— that the rank* 
were scant sod thin. 

That the guns were sbott of shell and very few. 

By all Berehardi s maxims you were surely bound to 
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There 5 the open town before you Haste, my Lord, 
and enter in, 

Or the War Lofd may have telegrams for you 

Then came the rainy winter, when the pnce was ever 
dearer, 

Every time you neared the prize of which you 
dreamed, 

Each day the Belfry faced you but you never brought 
It nearer, 

Each night you saw it clearly but you never saw it 
dearer 

Ah, what a weary time it must have seemed { 

At last there came the Easter when you loosed the 
coward gases, 

Surely you have got the rascals now ’ 

You could see them spent and choking as you watched 
them thro your glasses. 

Yea, they choke but never waver, and again the moment 
passes 

Without one leaf of laurel for your brow. 

Then at Hooge you had them helpless, for their guns 
were one to ten. 

And you blasted trench and traverse at your will 

You had diem dead and buned — but they still sprang up 
again 

“ Dennrrtrr tter / ” cned your Lordship, ‘'Donnmrrtrrr/” 
cned your men. 

For thar very ghosts were guardmg Ypres still 
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Aca\ e, Gaards, RMcrre— men of every corps and name 
Ttat the bugles of the War Lord muster la, 

Each m turn you tned them, but the story was the 
same. 

Play It how yon would, my Lord, j-ou never svon the 
game, 

No, never tn a twelvemonth did j'ou win- 

A >ear, ms Lord of Wurtemberg — a year, of nearly so, 
Since first you faced the Bntish vtf-J-vts 1 

Your leaired Commaodanten are the men svho ought 
to know, 

But to ordinary mortals u wocld seem a tnde slow, 
If >00 really mean to travel to the sea 

If you cioaot ttraf the Bntish, since they jtrejm yon so 
well, 

You can safely smash the town that lies so near, 

So It’s down with, arch aod buttress, down with bdfry 
and with bdl. 

And It’s b«eb the seven-seven that can drop the petrol 
shell 

On the shnnes that pious hands have loved to rear ! 

^*ir Ypres was a relic of the soul of other days, 

A poet’s dream, a Tvanderet’s delight. 

We will keep it as a symbol of your brute Teutonic ways 

That millions y«t unborn may come and curse yon as 
they gate 

At this token of your impotence and spite 
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For shame, my Lord of Wuitemberg ! Across 
Flemish Fcq 

See where the little arniy calls you. 

It’s Just the old familiar line of fifty thousand men. 
They’ve beat you once or twice, my Lord, hut venture 
it again. 

Come, try your luck, whatever fate befalls you. 



Grousing 

■ Th» MTty iwan t«»T*t4r l9 tlaBdcn *’ 

' Vbct* Teer 

W n\T da the MlJifi* wy J 
“n»m» niml PimJ 
I don't mhd cold, I d>a't mifld heat, 

Over the tup for a Su&day treat. 

With Ffiti 1 n alwa)^ ulce m) ‘peD, 

But 1 want ny and where *a hel) 

It the jan * ” 

\\'hat doe* the of*icef ea) I 
“ Dam 1 Dam ’ Dam I 
Mud and mitery, flie« and timch, 

Pigsm’ it here in a beattly trench, 

But what I mean, by Jove, }ou ice, 

1 like my men and they don't mind me, 

So, on the whole. I’d rather be 
^^’^ere I an ” 

What does the enemy aay I 
“ Kuloiial Verdacn I 
They told me, when the nar began, 

The Dniish Tomni} always ran, 

Asd so he does, jnst as they said. 

But, Donfmrrfter/it'a straight ahead 
Ldte a ram ” 


too 
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What does the pubbc say f 
Dam 1 Dam 1 Dam ! 

They tax me hete, they tax me there, 

Bread is dear and the cupboard bare, 

I’m bound to grouse, but if it’s the way 
To mn the war, why then I’ll pay 
Like a lamb ” 



The V f)lunteer 

(1914-1919) 

T he dreams are pawed and gone, old man. 
That came to you and me. 

Of a iix days’ stnflt on an east coast front. 

And the Hun mlh his back to the sea 

Lord, bow we worked and swotted sore 
To be fit when the day should come 1 
Four years my lad, and fire months more, 
Since first we followed the dram 

Though ‘ Follow the drum ” is a bit too grand, 
For we ran to no such fnlls , 

It was just the whistles of Nature^s band 
That heartened us up the hiUs 

That and the toot of the corporal s flute. 

Until he could blow no more, 

And the lilt of Sussex hy the Sea,” 

The marching song of the corps 

Those hills * My word, you would soon get fit, 
Be you ever so stale and slack. 

If you pad it with nfle and marching kit 
To Rotherfield Hill and back 1 
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Drills m hall, and drills outdoors. 

And drills of every type. 

Till we wore our boots with forming fours, 
And our coats with ** Shoulder hipe 1 " 


No glory ours, no swank, no pay, 

One dull eventless gnod , 

Find yourself, and nothing a day 
Were the terms that the old boys signed 

Just drill and march and drill again, 

And swot at the old parade 
But they got two hundred thousand men , 

Not bad for the old brigade ’ 

A good two hundred thousand came. 

On the chance of that east coast fight , 

They may have been old and stiff and lame, 
But, by George their hearts were nght ' 

Discipline ' My 1 “ Eyes nght ' ” they cned. 
As we passed the drill hall door. 

And left It at that — so we marched cock-eyed 
From three to half past four 

And solid I Why, after a real wet bout 
In a hole m the Flanders mud. 

It would puzzle the Bodie to fetch us out. 

For we couldn’e get out if we would } 
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Some think we could have »tood war’s test, 
Some say that we could cot. 

But a chap can only do his best. 

And offer all he’s got 

Fall out, the guard 1 The old home guard 1 
File arms ' Right tom 1 Dismiss 1 

No grousing, even il it’s hard 
To break our ranks like this. 

IVe can t show much in the way of fun 
For four and a half yean gone ; 

If we'd had our chance — {ost one 1 {ust one ^ 
Carry on, old Sport, carry on * 



TAe Night Patrol 

Septbuber 1918 

B ehind me on the darkened pier 

They crowd and chatter, man and maid, 
A coon-song gently striker the ear, 

A £apper giggles ia the shade. 

There where the m-torned lantern gleams 
It shines on khaki and on brass ; 

Across its yellow slanting beams 

The arm-locked lovers slowly pass. 

Out in the darkness one far light 
Throbs like a pulse, and fades away — 

Some signal on the guarded Wight, 

From Hden’s Point to Bembridge Bay. 

An eastern wind blows chill and raw. 

Cheerless and black the waters lie. 

And as I gaze athwart the haze, 

I see the night patrol go by. 

Creeping shadows blur the gloom, 

Hiicken and darken, pass and fade ; 

Again and yet again they loom. 

One ruby spark above each shade — 

>95 
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Twelve ships in all ! Hiey glide so near. 
One hears the wave the fore-foot curled. 
And yet to those upon the pier 
They seem some other sterner world. 

The coon-song whimpers to a wail, 

The treble laughter sinks and dies, 

The lovers cluster on the tail. 

With whispered words and straining eyes. 
One hush of awe, and then once more 
The vision fades for them and me, 

And there u laughter on the shore, 

And silent duty 00 the sea 



The Bugles of Canada 

[In war time a Canadian Division was encamped near my 
bonse X used to fashion their bugle calls into the names of their 
distant land Hence these venes ) 

T he Fa/mer id the morsiag 
Stood mth slanted head, 

In the wintry dawning 
By the milking shed , 

From the camp behind the hill 
He eouldl hear the bogies shnJl, 

“ We are here ' We are here • 
Soldiers all I 

Good cheer ' We are near I 
Onuno ! Ontario ' 

Toronto ' Montreal ! ” 


Pethenck, the Hontstnan grey, 

Rhenmatic, bent and blind, 

Wheezed his joy as far away 
He heard it m the wind 
“ Hark the Hounds I Hark the Hounds I ” 
Nay, It IS the bugle sounds, 



THE BOCtra OF CAHADA 

“ Wc are here ' We are here I 
Soldieia all * 

Good cheer 1 We are near ! 
Ontano I Ontario I 

Toronto I Montreal ] 


Lonely folk and fearful 

Rose above thetr fears , 

Mothers, sad and tearful. 

Were smiling through their tean ; 
’Neath the cloudy English sky 
They heard the Peering bogles cry, 

“ We are here ’ We are here 1 
Soldiers all < 

We are near ! Good cheer * 
Ontano ' Ontarro I 
Toronto ' Montreal 1 " 


IMien the dusk was falling. 

And the lamps alight. 

You could hear them calling 
In the misty night 
And old Sussex heard and blessed 
The kmdly greeting from the west, 

“ W’e are here • We are here 1 
Soldiers all I 

We arc near • Good cheer ! 
Ontano I Ontario • 

Toronto I Montreal * ” 



T.he IP^rech on Loch McGarry 

I F 70a should search all Scotland round. 
The mainland, skerries, and the islands, 
A grimmer spot could not be found 
Than Z/>ch McGariy in the Highlands. 

Pent in by frowning mountains high, 

It stretches silent as the tomb, 

Turbid and thick its waters lie, 

No eye can pierce their yellow gloom, 

'Twas here that on a summer day 
Four tourists hired a crazy wherry; 

No wamiog Toices bade them stay. 

As they pushed out on Loch McGarry. 

McFarlane, Chairman of the Board, 

A grim hard'fisted son of lucre, 

His thoughts were ever on his hoard, 
Andlife a money-game, like Fnchre, 

Bob Ainslie, late of London Town, 

A spruce young butterfly of fashion, 

A wrinkle in h« dressing-gown 
Would rouse an apojdeclic passion. 
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THE WRECK OH LOCK VtCCARlRY 

John Waters, J6hn the aclf-absotbe^ 
With thoughts for ever inward bent, 
Complacent, self-contained, self-orbed, 
Wrapped in eternal self-content. 


Xjastly coquettish Mrs Wild, 

Chattering, rowdy, empty-headed ; 

At sight of her the whole world smiled, 
Except the ivretch whom she had wedded 


Such were the four who saQed that day, 
To the Highlands each a stranger , 
Sunlit and calm the wide loch lay, 

With not a hint of coming danger. 


Drifting they watched the heather hue, 

The waters and the cliffs that bound them 
The air was stffl, the sky was blue, 

Deceitful peace lay all around them. 


ilcFarlaae pondered on the stocks, 

John Waters on his own perfection. 
Bob Ainslie’s thoughts were on his socks, 
And Mrs Wild’s on her complexion. 

When sudden— oh, that dreadful scream 1 
That cry from panic fear begotten I 
The boat is gaping m each seam, 

The worn-out planks are old and rotten 
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With two small oais th^ work and stiam, 
A long imie from tie neater shore 
They cease — that efforts are in vain , 
She’s smking laat, and all is o’er 


The yellow water, thick as pap, 

Is crawling, crawling to the thwarts. 
And 83 they mark its upward lap, 

So fear goes crawling up their hearts 

Slowly, slowly, thick as pap. 

The creeping yellow ivaters nse , 
Like drowning mice within a trap, 
They stare around isith frantic eyes 


Ah, how clearly they could see 
Every sm and shame and error 1 
How they vowed that saints they’d be, 

If delivered from this terror I 

How-they squirmed and how they squealed ' 
How they shouted for assistance I 
How they fruitlessly appealed 
To the shepherds lo the distance 1 

How they sobbed and how they moaned. 

As the waters kqit encroaching ' 

How they wept and stormed and groaned, 
As they saw their fate approaching ' 
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And thty vowed each good resolve 
Shotdd be permanent as granite, 
Never, never, to dissolve. 

Firm and lasting like our planet. 


See them ait, aghast and shrinking 1 
Surely it could not be true i 
" Oh, have mercy I Oh, we’re sinking J 
Oh, good Lord, what shall we do ! ” 


Ah, it’s coming ! Now she founders I 
See the crazy wherry reel ! 
Downward to the rocks she flonndere— 
Jolt one foot beneath her ked I 

In the shallow, turbid water 
Lay the saving reef below. 

Oh, the waste of high ezDOlion I 
Oh, the useless (ear a&d woe ! 


Late that day four soppuig tourists 
To their quarters made their way. 
And the brushes of Futurists 
Scarce could pami their daarray. 


And with half-aruused compassion 
They were viewed from the hotel, 
From the pulp-dad beau of fashion. 
To the saturated belle. 
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But a change was in their features, 
And that change has come to tarry, 
For they all are altered creatures 
Since the wreck on Loch McGarry 

Now McFarlane never utters 
Any talk of bills or bullion, 

But continually mutters 
Texts from Cynl or TertuUian 

As to Ainslie, he’s not canng 
How the new*cut collar lies, 

And has been detected wearing 
Dinner<jaekets lyitb white ties 

Waters, who bad never thought 
Id his life of others’ needs, 

Has most generously bought 
A nursing home for invalids 


And the lady — ah, the lady I 

She has turned from paths of sin. 
And her husband a face $0 shady 
Now is brightened by a grin 


So misfortunes of to-day 
Are the blessings of to morrow, 
And the wisest cannot say 

IS joy and nhat is sorrow 
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If your soul is araUe 
You can stan dm seed within it. 
And xny tiny parable 
May just bdp you to begin it 



The Bigot 

T he foolish Roman fondly thought 

That gods must be the same to all, 
Each alien idol might be brought 
Within theit broad Pantheon. Halh 
The vision of a jealous Jove 
Was far above their feeble ken 5 
They had no Lord who gave them love, 
But scowled upon all othet men. 

Bat in our dispensation bright, 

What noble progress have we made I 
We know that we are in the light, 

And outer races in the shade. 

Out kindly creed ensures us this — 

That Turk and Infidel and Jew 
Are safely banished from the bliss 
That’s guaranteed to me and you. 

The Roman mother understood 
That, if the babe upon her breast 
Untimely died, the gods were good. 

And the child’s vrdfate manifest. 
Wth tender guides the soul would go 
And there, in some Elysian bower, 
The tiny bud plucked here below 
Would ripen to the perfect flower. 
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Poor simpleton • Our £aitli makes plain 
That if no blest baptismal word 
Has cleared the babe, it bears the etam 
Which faithless Adam had incurred 
How philosophical an aim • 

How wise and well-conceived a plan 
Which holds the neiv born babe to blame 
For all the sms of early man ! 

Kay speak not of its tender grace. 

Gat hearken to our dogma wise 
Guilt lies behind that dimpled face. 

And sin looks out from gentle e>es 
Quick quick, the water and the bowl I 
Quick with the words that lift the load * 
Oh hasten ere that tmy soul 
Shall pay the debt old Adam owed ' 

The Roman thought the souls that erred 
Would imger m some nether gloom, 

But somewhere, sometime, would be spared 
To find some peace beyond the tomb 
la those dark halls eosbadowed vast, 

They flitted «\er sad and thin 
hlouTTUcg the unforgottea past 
Until they shed the taint of sm 

And Plato brooded over all 
Within tliat land of lught fear. 
Enthroned in some dark Judgment Hall, 

A god himself, reserved, austere. 
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How thm and colourless aad tame * 
Compare our nobler sdieme with it, 

The howling souls, the leapng flame, 

And all the tortures of the pit ' 

Foolish half hearted Roman hell • 

To us IS left the higher thought 
Of that eternal torture cell 
Whereto the sinner shall be brought 
Out with the thought that God could share 
Our weak rdentmg pity sense. 

Or ever condescend to spare 
The wretch who gave Hun just offence I 

Tis jure ten thousand years ago 
S'lnce the vile Burner feft fus cfay, 

And yet no pity can be know, 

For as he lies m hdl to-day 
So when ten thousand years have run 
Sdll shall he he in endless night 
0 God of Love I O Holy One I 
Have we not read Thy ways anght i 

The godly man in heaven shall dwell, 

And live in joy before the throne. 
Though somewhere down in nether hell 
His wife or children wnthc aad groan 
From his bnght Empyrean height 
He tees the reek from that abyss— 

What Fagan ever dreamed a sight 
So holy and sublime as this i 
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Poor fool«h folk 1 Had they begun 
To weigh the myths that they professed, 
One hour of reason and each one 
Would surely stand a fraud confessed. 
Pretending to belicre each deed 
Of Theseus or of Hercules, 

With fairy tales of Ganymede, 

And gods of rocks and gods of trees 1 

No, no, had they our purer light 
They would hate learned some saner tale 
Of Balaam's ass, or Samson’s might. 

Or prophet Jonah and his whale. 

Of talking serpents and their ways, 

Through which our foolish parents strayed, 
And how there passed three nights and days 
Before the sun or moon was made ! 


0 Bigotry, you crowning im 1 
All evn that a man can do 
Has earthly bounds, nor can begm 
To match the mischief done by you— 
You, who would force the source of love 
To play your small sectarian part. 
And mould the mercy from above 
To fit your own contracted heart. 



TAe Athabasca Trail 


M y life la gliding downwards, it speeds swifter to 
the day 

When it shoots the last dark canon to the Plains of 
Far-away, 

But while its stream is moobg through the years that 
are to be, 

The mighty voice of Canada will ever call to me. 

I shall hear the roar of rivers where the rapids foam and 
tear, 

1 shall smell the vligta upland with its balsam-laden air, 
And shall dream that I am riding down the winding 
woody vale 

IVith the packer and the packhorse on the Athabasca 
Trail 


I have passed the warden cides at the Eastern water- 
gate 

^Vhcrc the hero and the martyr laid the comer stone of 
State, 

The habitant, eourevt~dts-hois, and hardy voyagcur — 
Where lives a breed more strong at need to venture or 
endure 1 

*09 
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I have lecn the gorge of Ene where the roanng waters 

I ha^ e cro^jfd the Inland Ocean, lying golden m the sun. 

But the last and best and sweetest is the nde by hQI 
and dale 

With the packer and the picLhorse on the Athabasca 
Trail 

111 dream again of fields of grain that stretch from sky 
to sky 

And the little praine hamlets where the cats go foanng 

W'ooden hamlets as I saw them— noble ciiiei still to he, 

To girdle lutely Canada with gems from sea to sea 

Mother of a enighty manhood, land of glamour and of 
hope, 

rtora the eastward sea swept islands to the sunny 
western slope, 

Ever more my heart is with you, ever more tJl life shall 
fail 

I’ll be out with pack and packer on the Athabasca Trail- 



Ragtime / 

[■' Dunag the catastrophe the band of the Tttanie played 
aegro melodies and ragtime until the last moment, when they 
broke into a hymn." — ^Daii.y Patsa } 

R agtime l Ragtime l Keep it going stHl ! 

Let them hear the ragtime ! Play it wnth a will ! 
Women in the lifeboats, men upon the wreck, 

Take heart to hear the ragtime Ulung down the deck. 

Ragtime ! Ragtime I Yet another tune ! 

Now the “ Darkey Dandy," now “ The Yellow Coon ! " 
Brace against the bulwarks If the stand's askew, 

Find your footing as you can, but keep the music true I 

There’s glowing hell beneath us where the shattered 
boilers roar, 

The ship is Lstmg and awash, the boats will hold no 
more I 

Ihere’s nothing more that you can do, and nothing you 
can mend, 

Only keep the ragtime playmg to the end. 

Don’t forget the time, boys ! Eyes upon the score J 
Never heed the wavelets sobbing down the floor I 
Play it as j-ou played it when with eager feet 
A hundred pair of dancers were stamping to the beat. 

-* all 
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Stamping to the ragtime dovrn the Ump-ht deck, 

\Vlih slnne of glossy liaeo and with gleam of snowy nec^^ 

Thej've other thoughts to think to-mght, and oth'f 
things to do, 

But the tinkle of the ragtime mav help to see the® 
through 

Shut off, shut ofl the ragtime 1 The lights are fallu^S 
low I 

The deck » buckling andet os ! She i tusking by t^* 
bow I 

One hymn of hope from dyuig hands on dying cats 
fall- 

Gently the nusic fades away^and so, Cod rest us 



Christmas in Trouble 

1916 

C HEER oh, comrades I we can bide the Mast 

And face the gloom antd it shall grow light’C^* 
What though one Christmas should be overcast, 

If duty done makes all the others brighter. 

* 9*7 

THE LAST LAF 

We leldom were o^tdc ofi the matk^ 

And sprinting was never our game ; 

But when it's insistence and hold*for>the>distaDce> 
We’ve never been beat at that same. 

The first lap was all to the Hun, 

At the second we still saw his back ; 

But we knew how to wait and to Spurt down the 
straight, 

IBl we left him dead-beat on the track. 

He’s a blufier for all be is worth, 

But he’s winded and done to the core. 

So the last lap is here, with the tape very near, 

And the old colours well to the fore. 
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1918 

Not merry I No— the words irotild grate. 
With gaj^ at every taMe^tde, 

But chastened, thaahful, calm, sedate, 

Be your rictorbui Qmstmat-tide. 

t9tt 

Now for Peace and cow for plenty J ” 
So we said in 1920. 

Alas there followed Rre and Bood, 

1920 proved a dud 

But we were not to be done, 

“ Stand by now tor *ai I** 

Economic itnfe and bother I 
It was dudder thao the other 

Well we raise our peckers still, 

’22 may fill the biU. 

^VTien old Ireland troubles not. 

And the Trotskya cease to trot 

We hope #0 — and we wear meanwhile 
Our patent shock-absorbiag smile, 

But whatever fate may do, 

We send our greeting oat to you. 



To Carlo 

(Died Joty 19x1) 

N O truer, kinder tool 

Wa« ever aped than tArae. 
You lived without a growl. 

You died without a whbe. 



To Ronald Ross 


[Wbo wu torpr^Md la tlx G«Uof Corinth is I9>7> ^ 
thM enabled to 'Htit raroairai ) 

I 'VE read of many poeta, Latin, Cretlc, 
And bards ofTarragosa or Toledo, 

Bat you, dear Rots, are surely qtute unique^ 
Blotrn to Parnassus by a B^e torpedo. 



Little Billy 


T he Doctor came at balf-past one, 

little Billy aaw him from the window. 

The Doctor he was short and fat, 

He hid a trumpet in bis bat, 

And spoke with his ear. You may all doubt that, 
But little BQIy saw it from the window. 


The Doctor left at half*past four, 

little BUly saw him from the window. 

The Doctor’s head was white and bate, 
like an ostrich eg^ in a nest of hair, 

The marble bounced right up in the air 

Y^en little Billy dropped it from the window. 


The Doctor came -mth a small black bag, 
little BEly saw it from the window. 
And what do you think he had in that ? 
Why, a great big howling, yowling brat. 
With a voice like a discontented cat. 

little Billy heard It from the window. 
»*7 



Anc} that't hovr the nnr brother caa<; 

Wliils little Blitjr waited it the window. 
Who would have thouj^ht that Brother Jack 
Would yell like that I They on^ht to pa^ 
Him into the bag and lead him back,” 

Said asgry little Billy at the window. 



Take Heart 


W HEN our souls are filled with fear. 
When the path is dull aad drear, 
When the wind fa dull and strong. 

When the way fa tough and long, 

Take heart I 

When rague terror fills tmr breast, 

When forebodiofs break our rest, 

When we search for any light 
In the black encucling night, 

Take heart I 

When with feeble hands we grope 
For some faint dusive hope. 

When we wander hand in hand, 

Ihiongh the gloomy twilight land, 

Take heart I 

Courage, comrade 1 Courage still 1 
We vnll breast the weary hill I 
Hand in hand we scale the height, 

TUI we reach the golden light 

Take heart I 


ai9 



Retrospect 

T here u a better thing, dear heart, 
Than youthful flush or girlish grace 
There is the faith that never fails, 

The courage in the danger place, 

The duty seen, and duty done. 

The heart that yearns for all in need. 
The lady sonl which could not stoop 
To selfish thought or lowly deed 
All that we ever dreamed, dear wife. 

Seems drab and common by the truth. 
The sweet sad mellow things of life 

Are more than golden dreams of youths 


»*« 



Comrades 


Y ou can read thar names tn the list of games 
la the school of long ago 
Henderson A, and Wilson J 
And Mamott W O 


They ragged sad fongbc as schoolboys ooghC) 
And learned to pUy the game 
You can act the fool at an English school, 
But It builds you all the tame 
Verses you plan which fail to scan 

And your French is none too good. 

But you learn to shape as a geatleman. 

And to do as a Bnton should 


For there’s something there, in the sober air, 

And the reek of the mellow place, 

Which seems to hold the instincts old. 

And the soul of ao anaent race. 

Where Latin and Greek are far to seek 
There is home made lore for you, 

The thmg that’s fair, and the thing that’s square. 
And the thing no diap can do 
c* »i 
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GotUc and grim, in ike transept dim 
Of the chapel grey and old 
There’s a mathled shrine where line on line 
The dead hoys’ names are scrolled. 

They gave their dreams of what might be 
For the sake of the things that are. 

When the joyous strife of their glad yoaag life 
Had changed to the strife of war. 

But there they he, the comrades three. 

As in the long ago, 

Henderson A. and \^^1 sod J, 

And Uarriott W 0 



Litndisfaire 

H orses go down the dingy lane, 

But never a horse comes up again. 
Hie greasy yard where the red hides lie 
Marks the place where the horses die. 

Wheat was amkiog year by year, 

I bought things cheap, 1 sold theta dear ; 
Rent was heavy and taxes high, 

And a weary>hearted man was I. 

Is landlsfalre I walked my groands, 

I hadn’t the heart to ride to houud^ 

And as I walked in black despair, 

I saw my old bay hunter there. 

Me tried to nuzzle against zny cheek. 

He looked the grief he could not speali^ 
But no caress came back again. 

For harder times make harder men. 

My thoughts were set on stable rent. 

On money saved and money spent. 

On weekly bills for forage lost. 

And all the old bay hunter cost. 



UNDISFAniB 


For though a fiier m die past, 

His days of service long were past, 
Hjs gait was stiff, his eyes were dim. 
And I could find no use for him 


I turned away with heart of gloom. 

And sent for Will, my father’s groom. 
The old, old groom, whose worn-out face 
Was like the fortune of our race 


I gave my order sharp and hard, 

“ Go, nde him to the knacker’s yard , 
He’ll fetch two pounds, it nay be three , 
Sell him — and bring the price to me ” 


I taw the old groom wince away, 

He looked the thoughts be dared not say , 
Then from his fob he slowly drew 
A leather pouch of faded hue 


“ Master,” said he, “ my means are small. 
This purse of leather holds them all. 

But 1 have nather kith nor 
I’ll pay your price for Prince’s skm 


** My brother rents the Nether Farm, 
And he will hold him safe from harm 
In the great fidd where he may graze. 
And see the finish of days ” 
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With dimming eyes I saw 
Two pounds were in his * ' 

I gave a curse to drown the 
And thrust the purse within his 

May God do this and more to me . 

If we should ever part» we three, 

Master and horse and faithful friend, 
We’ll share together to the end 1 ” 

You’ll think I’m playing it on you, 

I give my word the thing is true ; 

1 hadn’t hardly made the vow, 

Before I heard a view>ha21oo. 

And, looking round, whom should I see 
But Bookie Johnson hailtng me j 
Johnson, the sun who hdked the folks 
When Ethelrida won the Oaks. 

He drew a wad from out bis vest, 

“ Here are a thousand of the best ; 
Luck’s turned a bit with me of late, 
And, as you see. I’m getting straight.” 

That’s all. My luck was turning too. 
If you have nothing else to do. 

Run down some day to lindisfaire. 
You’ll End the old bay hunter there. 



A Parable 

H igh brow house was furnished well 

\nth many a goblet fair , 

So when they brought the Holy Grail, 

There was never a space to Spare 
Simple Cottage was clear and clean. 

With room to store at will , 

So there they laid the Holy Grail, 

And there you’ll find it still 



Fate 


I KNOW not how I know, 

And yet I know. 

I do not plan to go. 

And yet 1 go- 

Therc ia tome dim force propelling. 
Gently guiding and compelling, 
And a faint voice ever telling 
•* This u »o.” 

The path is rough and hlack— 
Dark as night — 

And there lies a faorer track 
In the light 

Vet I may not shirk or shrink, 

For I feel the hands that link 
As they guide me on the bnnk 
Of the Height. 

Sigots blame me In thar wrath. 
Let them blame 1 
Praise or blame, the fated path 
Is the same. 

If I droop upon my mission. 

There is itUl that saving vision, 
Iridescent and Elysian, 

Tipped in fiame. 
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It W3J granted tae to ttand 
my dea<L 

I Hare felt the vanuhed hand 
Oq my bead. 

On my brow the Tanbhed lipt. 

And I know that Death’l eclipse 
la a floating veil that slips. 

Or ia shed. 

When I heard thy well*lcnown roice, 
Son o( mine, 

SKonld I tOently rejoice. 

Or (netme 

To strike harder as a fighter. 

That the heary ought be lighter. 
And the gloomy might be brighter 
At the Sign t 

Great Cntde, I ash you stSI, 

” \Vher«lofe II” 

Bat U h be thy will 
That I try. 

Trace my pathway amcag mea. 
Show oe how to strike, and Mhe% 
Take me to the fght— and then, 

Oh, be nigh t 



The yourney 

A tsell in an eni^ TOtlty tpot^ At th/ hack a 
Beyond a rugged mountain, the summit of 
draped in tlouds. 

Bound the well Jii the Faith family, who are the 
guides upon the foumey Beside them 
tnieseent, evasive ereature who u Inspiration, ''A 

' apart sits Reason, a stern greybeard Aloof 
them all Sits Sttenee, aorkingwith a battery and 
wires, 

fit Faith family are etai in various garis, ell 
a suspteion of sacerdotalism, either Mahometanf 
SuddbiSt, or Christian. 

Faith l . \Vhat a blessing it is that we are appointed 
guides upon the journey ! \Vh3t would the poor people 
do without ns 1 

Ati» Ah, what would they do without os ! 

Faith i. They would nerer teach the Cty BeantUul 
at all. They would all wander off npoo the way. 

Fattb z. They would die in the great salt marsh of 
Sin. 

FArrH 3. Or be starred in the Jongle of Disbelief, 
or fall over the Precipice of Sdiistn. 

Fatth 4. Well, it depends upon what you call Schism. 

Faith l. Huih 1 we need not go into that. Perhaps 
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we had best agree to drop the subject as it has led to so 
much trouble m the past. We all know in our own 
hearts what we mean by Schism 
All [Glartng at tach othtr\ Ves, we know that. 

Faith 2 Allow me to tell you what Schism is 

Faith t No, no, let us change the subject 1 The 
road IS very quiet to-day We have not had many to 
guide 

Faith a So many guide themselves these days and 
don’t want any help from us 
Faith 3 Poor creatures I I wonder what befalls 
them 

Fahh I And so many never know that they are on 
a journey at all, and timply wander downwards or ronnd 
and round the mountatn instead of trying to get to the 
aty at the top 

FAtTB 3 Deplorable ' Deplorable 1 We can but go 
among them and point them upwards 
Faith 3 This is an important camping ground 1 
thought of erecting a sign post, «o that if 1 should not 
be there it would point the way 
All Admirable 1 Splendid 1 Let us have a sign- 
post. 

Faith 3 See[pr0du»/tf rrorredniril], I have actually 
made one I will put it on the rock there so 

that It may point due east. 

Faith 2 But that is the wrong way 

Faith i Of course it is 

Taith 3 It IS the sight way 

Oiheas No, no I Wrong ! Wrong I 

Faith i Why, if he went that way he would be up 
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to his neck in the quagmire of Superstition and never 
win his way through. 

Fatth 3. You are talking nonsense. How would 
yott go I 

Faith i. That way I {^otnling^. 

PAmi t. Ko, that way I \potnitng\. 

Faith 3. And both of them right over the edge of the 
Precipice of ScHsm and down into the Valley of Damna- 
tion. 

Faith 1. Keep a civil tongue, if you please. 

Fatth 3. I will testify to what I know to be truth. 
Faith i. Bigoted, obstinate ass I How do you 
know that it is truth ? 

Faith 3. Because I was told long ago by Inspiration. 
Yea told me, Inspiration i 

Iksfib, Yes, I told you. Quite right. I told 
you. 

Faitb 3. You hear her. She told me. I have never 
allowed myself to question It. The way b really quite 
straight. What you Imagine to be the quagmire of 
Supetstirion b really the pleasant Valley of Tradiuon. 
You can’t go wrong, for you can guide yourself by the 
church steeple, which can always be seen. Somewhere 
on the hills beyond lies the City. 

FAtttt 4. By Allah, I could smite you vrith this staff 
when I hear such talk. You would surely lead the poor 
wayfarers to Gehenna. A great guide of old named 
Mahomet showed me the way, and as I learned it, so I 
teach it. 

Faith 2. But who showed it to him ? 

~ FArrn 4. Surely it was Inspiration. 
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Paith 1. We have nodung to do with 70a, 

Fatth 3. Youaregetiingmochtooforwardnowadays 
FAirn 4 The sharp edge of a sword is what my 
aacestors gave you. 

Faith i. Indeed I We used always to burn the 
fellow. 

Faith 2. We merely ignore his existence We look 
on hliQ as had form. 

Reasoh. Stdl, whether you bum me or ignore me, I 
am still there, you know. You can’t really get away 
from me. Now do please answer a question or two, will 
yon t 

Faith t. No flippancy— nothing offensive I 
RtAsoK. CertaWy not. I have, I assure you, every 
respect for you—that is to say lor your motives, though 
not for yout proceedings. 

FAtTH 2. Pray, what do you mean by that I 
Reasok. I mean that you all are very earnest and 
have the best intentions 

Fattu 3. [SerdoBifully} We thank you most humbly. 
Reason. You only need my co-operation to be most 
valuable. 

Fahw 4. Rascally infidel I 

FAtTH I. What diatacteristic modesty ! 

Faitb 2. You were always a detestable prig. 

FAirn 3. And bow, pray, could you improve us f 
Reason. I would bid you beware of this hussy fn- 
spiration. Can’t you tee that she is fooling you ? It 
it not dear that she has given you half a dozen contra- 
dictory directions, and that they can’t all be the right 
one 1 
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Gehenna \Exmtt 

[All this time Stmtt has been absorhed in hs toork ] 
Rusok Hullo, Saence^ [No answer] HoUOj old 
Saence ! [Na anstser ] Btesi the fellow, he m ahraya 
absorbed in hi3 own dreams [Goes atross and toMches 
him] 

Science Get away 1 Don’t interrupt me I 
Reason You ate a grumpy fellow 
Science Oh, it’s you. Reason I don't mind ytni 
I look on you as a friend I thought it was one of those 
Faidi people, for I heard them all chatcenng behind me 
Reason What did you think of what they said ? 
Science I am far too busy to think of what they say 
Reason Bat I thought that you and they t^ere 
getung much more friendly Some of the travellers 
toW me so of /ate 

Science Wei! I don't know We should get along 
very well if it were not for that hussy Inspiration 
Reason You don’t seem to love her any more jJun 
Ido 

Science She raises a scream against everythitig X 
do She accuses me of contradictmg her Such a 
touchy person, she is Then th^ all take her side I 
am cold shouldered by them all Bat the fact is, my 
dear Reason, I am so useful to them all that they can’t 
get os without me Ihe travellers all say, wharerer 
difference there may be about our path, it is certamly 
made very much more convement and comfortable by 
this hard working old fdlow I don’t give them 
promises only They actually see and feel what I do 
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When old Faith ines to md kis gmde book in the dark, 
It » I who Jive him his electric torch- When hii eyes 
give way — and they are all getting a bit senile, you know 
-—It IS 1 who correct them with glasses. So they don’t 
pay too much attention to the cnes of lospirauon, and 
they actually admit that they mistook her meaning and 
that there u no real difference of opinion 
Reason That a better than being burned at the stake 
In old Giordano Bnino s time you and I used to blaze 
together We are getting a little of our own back now 
Wliat are you working at ? 

SciKvcK I was plotting out a power station to light 
the tiatellen in the dark places of the path 
Rsason And where do you think the path leads to ) 
SacNCB Oh, I know nothing of such maitejs 
Reason liSelt you at least know that you exist 
SeiBHCB Nothing of the sort I may be altogether 
snbjecuve I may be aotnebod/s dream 
Reason Oh. come, come ' Cheer up ' Is there 
nothing solid you ean get bold of 1 
Science Nothing reliable 1 used to work thmgs 
down to the atom Now it u the electron I suspect it 
svill end in the ether There is no finality 
Reason But a purposeful force behind it all f 
SoEKCE Pure impersonal laws 
Reason Which nude themselves ? 

Science Exactly 

Reason Ah, there you and 1 must agree to differ 
Science ^Vhen yon differ Irom me, you cease to be 
yourself 

Reason The older yon grow, the more dogmanc you 



get You know, you old rascal, if you got the uppe, 
hand, you are capable of bunung a few people on your^- 
own account 

Science Don’t be funny ’ I am trying to work. 
Reason But you arc an honest and useful old ohap 
A little limited and a bit inhuman — that’s all You 
should marry Imagination 

Science Half-sister of Inspiration Thank you, I 
have had quite enough of that family 
Reason You’d do her good — and she you 
Science Well, I must go and fix up this installauon 
Don’t forget that you are rather limited yourself Here 
are some travellers commg Where’s that voltmeter 1 
And the induction cod f Thank you Well, if you 
like to travel with me, come along! [£xeunt 

[Sirarr a <tftJ a ewttttt] 

The Man Thank heaven that we have shaken o2 
the guides They make my head ache with their chatter 
The Woman And yet, dear, they all pomt us upwards 
The Man Some of them seemed to me to be gomg 
downieards themselves 
The Woman We must go as they pomt 
The Man Yes, woman seems to need a guide 
The Wo»u» We areloet without one I like a guide 
and one who » sure of himself— one who has no doubt 
that he knows the ivay 
The Man Whether he really does or not f 
The Woman One can at least hope that what he says 
IS truth. 

The Man Well, I used to trust them But they 
differed so much that I took to guiding myself with the 
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he wakes. I am so very died. 

The Man. Dear hear^ what a comrade you 
been ! Poor little feet, worn out by tramping at 
side. 

The Wouak. But oh, it was worth it, my own 
who never gave a thought to himself. 

The Man. How could I when Hullo, who 

these ? 

[Thrte toisUrets com/ singing down the fath^ 

Tke Man. Heh, friends 1 you are going the 
way. 

A Roisterer. What d’you mean, the wrong way 
How the deuce do you know where we want to get to » 

Tbs hlAN. Surely you want to get up to the City 
Beautiful, like the rest of us. <- 

RorsTERER. Not much. WeVe tried that game, and 
it won’t work. No, no, my friend, you can do the 
climbing and hunt for something which {$ up In the 
clouds of dreamland. Give us something solid 

2 NO RoirrERER. That's the idea Something solid. 
What’s the use of talking about things that are far away. 
We want to enjoy ourselves here and now. One City of 
pleasure down in the plain is worth many City Beautifuls 
up on the hill>tap. Come on, my lads ! 

3R0 Roisterer. You look dred out. No wonder, 
when you arecUmbiag all the dme. It’s much easier to 
go down hill with us. 

The 3 Un. But you only have to come back again. 

Roisterer. Oh, bother the fellow. He’s a kOl-joy. 
Come on, boys. We’ll have a rare time down there 
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Th 2 Womas Yes, dear, we ciiist go on ^G«r to tit 
tlsldl Oh, John, John, one kttle boy is dead 1 
The IIah Jly God * Oh, my poor, poor wife i 
The WouajJ John, dear John, it will break your 
great heart 

[Tiey tMifM /4/i fitt/f anJ tetrp ] 

[Sorrofo hltis/s iitm md motes slotcly away J 
The Mas Wdl, it u the darkest pass o£ all How 
black It loots above our heads • 

Tire WouAK But anrdy I see the opward path 
more clearly 

Tas Mak Ves,yea,seebowitw«idsoTertheihoaIder 
ofthehill And See the Towers of the Gty N’everhavo 
we Seen it to clearly Came, while the way ts open 

Tss \^ouAV Can we leave our bam 1 
Tbs Mas Remember the other He is ahead o£ os 
on the path We have two guides, not one. Come, 
brave comrade, come I 

[Tiry flaa iletr tloak wer tie siUd and tvm to 
aseend tie faii] 
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